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‘Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children. 
p — William Conton. 


Hello children! 

August is a month I always associate with courage : it 
took courage to fight for what is right whatever the cost, it took 
courage to face whatever punishment was meted out, it took 
courage net to hit back, whatever the provocation, in order to 
twin liberation from foreign rule. 

To be courageous, you need not be a stranger to fear. 
The bravest men in the world have been scared sometimes. 
‘| You have shown courage, when you have not allowed your 
fear to stop you from doing what you believe in. 

Do not believe that courage is called for only under 
conditions of high adventure and drama. Yes, you are very 
courageous to save a drowning child or to put yourself at risk to 
rescue an elderly person unknowingly walking in the path of an 
‘oncoming car. 

But you are equally courageous, to go up to a friend 
after a quarrel to say “I'm sorry. | shouldn't have done it.” You 
are equally courageous when you honestly tell your teacher 
that you had been absent from her class because you hadn't 
prepared for the test. You are equally courageous when you 
forgo the pleasure of watching your favourite television pro- 
gramme with a smile, in order to help your litle sister with her 
homework. * 

Little drops make an ocean. Little acts of courage and 
determination from you today children, will make each of you 
valiant and great citizens of this country tomorrow. Keep 
smiling... 
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Independence 
es 2” The ques: 


R. 
‘aged 13, and heorye] 7) 


and A. Krish Pi oftheir co” 


Here fe oun word 


Sriram : August 15th as we all Priya Malini : | agree... August 
know is Independence Day. Inde- 15th is a great day.... a day which 
pendence is the fruit of all that the stands for sacrifice. People sacri- 
great leaders of our country have ficed their lives so that we today 
done for us. Men gave up their can lead better lives. We must 
lives to win freedom. They were celebrate Independence Day as a 
beaten; sent to jail. On August Day of Service, not by just hoisting 
15th we must think of them and the flag, and’ making speeches 
pay them homage... which don't mean much. Even I 
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Ashok 
Independens 


‘We've come a long way since 


have made speeches on Indepen 
dence Day... twas quite hollow, 
So mainy years after Independence 
has been won what idea can | have 
of the pain borne by the freedom 
fighters? 1 am too far removed 
from that time, 1 wish I had been 
born at the time India was fighting 
for its freedom. | think I would 
have treasured Independent India 
more., 

Krish Ashok : | think Indepen: 
dence Day should always be cele. 
brated with great pomp. It is the 
duty of each one of us to pay 
homage to the great leaders of 
our country who won us freedom. 
L admire the courage with which 
they fought foriegn rule. In our 
school we celebrate the great day 
every year. We give speeches, 
organize plays about the lives of 
freedom fighters and sing patriotic 
songs. 

Podmaja 
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: Independence Day 


should be celebrated with respect. 
Idon't think we do. Speeches are 
made because they have to be 
made. 


Sriram : Our leaders fought for 
freedom because they loved our 
country, The best way to pay them 
homage is by keeping the flag of 
India flying high. We can do this 
by improving the standard of living, 
by helping the poor — by any form 
of service to society, Schools can 
involve children in service program 
mes, This will teach children to be 
patriotic. 

Krish Ashok : | think India has 
come a long way from 1947, 
Scientifically we have made strides. 
We've become self-sufficient in 
















food, We must encourage those 
who help India’s progress. Scien: 
tists must be given greater freedom 
and be provided with better facil 
ties and equipment to cary out 
their work, 

Padmaja : | believe that India will 
‘make progress in the coming years 
only if we, the people of India 


Padmaja : "We can solve any problem by 
penty discusing it 


forget our differencesand openly 
discuss our problems with one 
another so that the problems may 
be solved. 


Priya Malini: Progress? | only hear 
about coruption on all sides! | 
can't call that progress. In the 
early years of Independence we 
were lead by people who truly 
cared for the progress of India and 
understood the meaning af Inde. 
pendence. But now there has been 
a fall in values... so much corrup 


Improve the sanda 


tion... Unity among the people 
would be a step towards the deve- 
lopment of India. But there is no 
unity, We live in the modem age... 
still we have religious differences... 
Padmaja : Even if we have dif- 
ferent outlooks, or follow different 
customs we must try and come to 
some kind of understanding! We 
must try and understand the pro 
blems facing other people... 
Sriram : Yes, each man must 
follow his own religion and yet 
respect the customs and traditions 
of other religions, 

As far as | am concerned Indian 
culture is one of the best cultures 
in the world, But we must improve 
our economy, if Independence is 
to be meaningful. We can borrow 
from the West technologically and 
retain our cultural heritage, Then 
we'll have the best of both worlds. 





Photos: Shrihari Text : Rukmini 
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1 1 or Chat will put you in the 
king’s carriage (7) 
5 Timid (3) 
8 One goes to play a game with 
bat on mind (9) 
11 Rail goes back for a dishonest 
person (4) 
13 Wandering tribes are not mad 
people (6) 
17 Ram and Vel together make a 
wonder (6) 
20 Ablood suckinginsectis acircus 
artist too (4) 
21 The first meal of the day (9) 
23 Itis I, the self (3) 
24 Alarge, fastbird is kept hidden 
by the most rich hunter (7) 


— Compiled by 
‘Meera Ramakrishnan 


Solution on page 96 


2 The centre of a wheel (3) 

3 It helps to track an aeroplane 
either way, up or down (5) 

4 Lisbetween two'on’s ina spicy 
vegetable (5) 

6 Producer of eggs (3) 

7 The smallest part of an ele- 
ment (4) 

9 Go up (5) 

10 Attempt to write a composition 
6) 

12 We breathe it (3) 

14 Ail rhtin shor form (2) 

15 Everybody (3 

16 Itis I, again @) 

18 Turn around ever (4) 

19 Find the huge pools of water 
inside the snow flakes (5) 

20 A natural aptitude (5) 

21 An insect which loves to rest in 
beds! (3) 

22 Anervous twitch (3) 


o 

Jayendra Chidambaram, 
student of Std, Vill, Boston 
Senior Secondary | Schoo}, 
Madras, is the eldest son of 
vTevoked parents. Jayendra is & 
modern child. His ee 

moul 

outlook hove eerulam decided 


hties. 
the a him and lear about 
his talents and goals. 


2 You are involved in many diffe- 
rent things. What are some of 
your interests? 


* Lenjoy cycling, swimming, break 
dancing, music, participating in 
school and club activities, and 
competing in any kind of contest 
— but my most absorbing inte 
rest is computer science, It's 
the best! | want to become a 
computer engineer, 





2 How did you become interested 
in computers? 

* Last year a science exhibition 
was held in my.school and my 
teacher introduced me to com: 





puters. I have always been inte 
rested in electronic equipment, 
When I was small my uncle 
bought me an electronic kit. 
assembled everything in the kit. 
Once when our television had 
to be repaired, | went to the 
repair shop and leamt everything 
about it. Thave always admired 
great inventors like John Logie 
Baird, My mother did a course 
in computer science many years 
ago. She has always encouraged 
me in this direction, Anyway 
when I was introduced to com- 
puters | knew at once that my 
future lay in this field. I want to 
become a computer engineer, 


7 What kind of training have you 
received? 

* [did Basic in school and then 
Fortran, | am planning to take 
a course in Cobol. Since I have 
aPC (personal computer) I can 
practically train myself, I have 
made many programmes, which 
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Thave recorded on cassettes. | 
am also a regular reader of 
Electron, 2 magazine which | get 
from my school library. We have 
19 PCs in the school. Our 
teachers explain the theory part 
very well. When I have a doubt 
I don't always need a teacher. | 
ask my computer to clear my 
doubts! 


7 You are lucky to own your own 
PC. What made your parents 
buy you such an expensive gift? 

* Ever since I was first interested 
in computer science I kept asking 
my father for a PC. He said he 
would get me one if did well in 





Although its expensive, itis not 
a toyto be outgrown, My brother 
and sister who are younger than 
me already use it. My mother 
can put her household accounts 
on it. We can all use it for diffe- 
rent things — for life! Its not a 
waste at all! 


What are the books you like to 
reod? 

Ilike to read Gokulam (laughs). 
1 also read Tinkle and Archie 
comics. We have two library 
periods in school in which I read 
scientific journals or browze 
through an encyclopaedia, I 
don't have much time for stories, 


Your parents are keen for you 
to do well in all these activites. 
Do you ever feel pressured or 
pushed? 


* No, not at all. I enjoy all the 


? 


activities. My parents encourage 
me only in what I am already 
interested. [like my brain to be 
working all the time. My mother 
says “Anything worth doing, is 
worth doing well!" I agree with 
her. 

Three of my friends Anand, Hari 
and Shared are also like me. 
We are a team in school and 
also live close to each other, 
We exchange books and work 
together on my PC. 


What do you think computers 
can do for our world? 


Basic. I got 96%. So he bought “ Computers are dependable. 


me my Spectrum 


They are also very accurate and 


they are very fast. These are 
the three main advantages of 
using a computer. They can be 
programmed to do almost any- 
thing, 

Our lives are already changing 
because of computers. Soon 
every house will have a computer 
and every kind of work will be 
done faster. We will be able to 
live in a more organized way. 


7 What are your plans for the 
future? What do you hope to 
do? 

* Iwant to be a computer engineer 
— in the technical line. I want 
to work with computer hardware. 
I'd like to put a computer to: 
gether — from scratch. I'd like 
to modify some of the existing 
designs and improve upon them. 





7 Those are long term plans. 
What about the immediate 
future? 


Once I pass my tenth, I'm going 
to take Maths, Physics, Chemisty 
and Computer Science. I want 
to go to the US for higher studies. 
Twant to come up in life, Success 
comes out of hard work and 
determination, I want to earn 
lots of money and fame in my 
field, I'd also like to have a big 
house and lots of friends, Iwant 
to help people through my work. 


Compiled by 
Rukmini Ramachandran 


Photos : Shrihari 





hen the boys woke up to the 

unfamiliar sound of chirping 
birds, it was broad daylight. They 
ran down, to find Aunt Meena and 
the elderly lady, (Aunt Meena called 
her Akku) cooking their breakfast 
in the kitchen, 





Rashmi, walking to and fro across 
the narrow bridge! Was this the 
timid girl who had been so nervous 
about crossing last evening? 


“Not bad at all!” yelled Arun. 
“Rashmi’s getting used to the wilder 
ness!” 

'Hmmmph!” snorted Sharad. 
“That's all she'll be doing these 
holidays. Come on, let's explore!" 














Chi ( eat 
Adventure 


“Come in after ten minutes boys, 
and bring Rashmi with you!" said 
‘Aunt Meena as she shooed them 
out. 

‘The boys rushed out to see what 
their surroundings looked like 
They had been tired last night and 
hadn't been: able to see much in 
the light of the lanterns. This 
morning, they were eager to ex 
plore! 

The house was a fairly large one 
It was a whitewashed tile-roofed 
bungalow, with wide verandahs 
running right around it, The steps 
of the bungalow led to the semi 
circular yard beyond which lay the 
path to the bridge. All around the 
house was thick, dark forest 

“The boys exclaimed at the beauty 
of their surroundings and then 
stopped in amazement, There was 


0 


Sharad had noticed a little path 
leading into the forest.” He led 
Arun and Amal down the path 
and disappeared, Rashmi who had 
been watching them, ran after them, 
calling out for them to stop, But 
by the time she reached them, they 
were out of sight. Rashmi stood 
in front of the house shouting to 
the boys, but got no answering 
call 

Aunt Meena came out of the 
house just then. “Breakfast is ready 
Rashmi! Where are the boys?" she 
asked. 

Rashmi pointed down'the path, 
“They went to explore," she said 

Aunt Meena was horrified. “Oh 
no!" she said. “They don't know 





a thing about the forest. What a 
silly thing to do!” She ran into the 
house to tell Uncle Shyam about 


it 
Missile; the boys enjoyed 
their first walk through the 
forest. Dry leaves and twigs crunch 
ed. noisily beneath their feet. 
Suddenly they came to a fork in 
the path, “Let's take the right 
cone!” cried Sharad, and the others 
followed his lead. 
So they plunged deeper and 
deeper into the forest and after 
about twenty minutes flung them 
| 



























selves down on a log to rest. 

“We didn't tell anyone that we 
were going to explore,” said Amal 
suddenly. 

“We can be back before anyone 
realises we are gone,” said Sharad. 
“Come lets start back!" 

The boys turned and walked 
back, at a good speed. After about 
fifteen minutes of following the 
path Sharad pointed to a fallen 
tree — “I don't remember this. 
Where are we?” he asked. Amal 
shook his head. “Let's turn back 
once more,” he said, “and retrace 
our steps to the fork.” But after 





| Gokulam has great plea- 
| sure in announcing the 
winner of the cash prize of 
Rs, 100/- for the best con- 
tribution in this issue by 
those under sixteen. 


oe et aged 12, 
iS Praga Vihar Hose, 


Now Det 110.003. 





another twenty minutes they had 
to admit that they were truly lost. 

Arun, who was the youngest of 
the boys was almost ready to cry. 
He was only twelve and really 
frightened, 

dust then, a piercing whistle 
shattered the stillness of the forest. 
The boys sat up. Whoever could 
itbe? They cautiously made their 
‘way towards the sound. The whistle 
‘came again, loud and clear. Sharad 
then decided to let out an answer- 
ing whistle. 

‘Soon they heard Uncle Shyam's 
voice. “Boys! Can you hear me?” 
All the boys cried out in relief. In 
no time at all Uncle Shyam had 
found them and led them safely 
‘out of the forest. 


“L was going to tell you boys 
how to walk in the jungle this 
morning, but you were in a hurry, 
weren't you?” said Uncle Shyam 
ruefully. The boys didn't know 
what to say. Aunt Meena was 
furious with them, They had never 


a 


seen her so angry. “Itisn't funny!" 
she said."You must be cautious of 
things you don't know about. You 
can't go anywhere without Uncle 
Shyam’s permission!" The boys 
apologized profusely, 

“Stupid boys!” said Aunt Meena, 
“You must be hungry. Come and 
eat.” The famished children ran 
into the kitchen for breakfast. 
‘Small mats were spread for them 
on the kitchen floor. 

‘Amal tasted the food and closed 
his eyes. “Out of this world!" he 
said. “What js this called Aunt 
Meena?" 

“This is kadabu. It's idli dough 
steamed in little containers made 
of jackfruit leaves. One of Akku’s 
talents is cooki 

When breakfast was over the 
boys could hardly get up. They 
had really stuffed themselves. Even 
Rashmi, the poorest eater of the 
lot had eaten two. “Better than 
cornflakes and eggs anyday,” she 
said. 

“What are Akku’s other talents, 
Aunt Meena?” asked Arun, 

“She tells frightening ghost 
stories,” said Aunt Meena with a 
mischievous smile. “If you heard 
them, you'd never sleep at night.” 

“We'd like to hear them, Can 
‘we ask her to tell us?” begged the 


“Ask her!” said Aunt Meena, 

The boys made their request in 
their broken Tulu. “After dinner!" 
promised Akku. 

“| don't want to hear scary 
stories,” said Rashmi in a small 
voice. 








“You don't need to hear them,” 
said Sharad. “You can read your 
Heidi as usual!” 

The children came out to the 
verandah. Uncle Shyam was 
leaving for work. The driver of 
the jeep, parked by Devu's shop 
tooted the horn, to let him know 
he had arrived 

“Lam going deep into the jungle 
now. [will tell you about the forests 
and hills this evening so that you 
can be safe when you explore. 
But today stay in the house and 
help Meena unpack, Okay?” The 
children nodded and waved to him 


ashe disappeared across the bridge. 


"Tie ehilen spent the moming 
unpacking the crates of books, 
Uncle Shyam had so many books 
on Indian wildlife, There were 
books on forests and animals with 
lovely pictures, 

After lunch they picked up Salim 
Ali’s book on birds and sat on the 
verandah steps, In two hours they 
saw almost twenty four different 
birds, They identified only fifteen 
of them from the book, One of 
these was a black bird with a red 
eye and gold wings — the crow 





pheasant. Akku showed them 
tree near by. “There's a nest in 
that tree. This bird Kuppulu, aways 
puts a sanjeevini twig in its nest. If 
‘you put all the twigs in the river, 
the sanjeevini twig will float 
upstream, against the current. It 
can save lives.” 

Sharad was tempted to climb 
the tree to the crow pheasant’s 
nest and find the sanjeevini twig. 
But luckily for the bird, Aunt Meena 
intervened. “Akku is a bom story- 
teller,” she said, “Don't believe 
“everything she says! You'll go and 
spoil a nest for nothing!” 

“You mean Aku tells lies?” 
asked Arun. 

“No Arun! She believes the 
stories she tells. She is old and 
only a simple villager. Do you 








‘expect her to be scientific? You 
must decide what you should and 
should not believe!” 


that evening Uncle Shyam re- 
tuned and told them all about 

the forest and his work in it. He 

also told them about the house, 

“The bungalow hasn't been used 
for three years. It was used then 
by scientists who were involved in 
@ project researching the feasibi- 
tiny of growing cocoa and mush- 
rooms. There is an old plant 
nursery on the other side of the 
bungalow. Anyway the project fell 
through,and they left!" 

“But the house wasn't built just 
three years ago, was it?" asked 
Sharad, “It feels much older!” 

“It must have been a collector's 
bungalow in the British days,” said 
Uncle Shyam, “Its unbelievable 
that they lived in such a remote 
place. Just imagine no roads, no 
vehicles.” 


fter another delicious meal 
Arprovided by Akku, the boys 
were ready for the story. “I'm 
going to bed.” said Rashmi, The 
boys packed her off. Itwas no fun 
translating every line of course. 
Rashmi didn't know even the little 
Tulu the others did. 

“This isa real ghost story,” began 
Akku, “Its about this very... I don't 
know if{ should tell you...” 

“Do tell...” cried the boys. 

“It is about this very house,” said 
Aku. The boys ali gasped with 
surprise. 

“This house has been vacant 








for many years. My son was the 
caretaker, Three years ago, three 
people came from the city and 
they had to set about growing some 
plants and mushrooms, They built 
a glass house and grew plants 
inside it. They had many funny 
machines. But when they cleared 
a part of the forest to construct 
the glass house they decided to 
throw away the Naga Stone, 

All of us warned them, They 
just laughed and carried on, None 
of the villagers had anything to do 
with the moving of the stone. We 
were frightened of touching it. 





The men removed it themselves, 
and threw it into a stream, 

In those days there was a proper 
bridge across the river. We used 
to come across regularly with our 
cattle to collect firewood and 
manure» For three months all was 
well, 

The monsoons began and dread 
ful things began to happen. Graz. 
ing cattle fell down unconscious. 
Young girs collecting firewood and 
even the three men working in the 
glass hotise would swoon suddenly 
without cause. The three men 
began to look sickly. We were 
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frightened and arranged a 
“darshana.” 

“What's that?” asked Arun. 

Akku explained that whenever 
any of the villagers had problems 
they couldn't solve, they'd ask the 
village healer to arrange a dar- 
shana.” The healer would then 
get possessed by a spirit, and 
answer the questions asked by the 
villagers. 

‘The priest went into trance and 
the spirit told us that the Naga 
was showing his displeasure at 
being thrown away. If we served 
the three men we'd die! 

When we all stopped working 
for the three men, they found it 
difficult to manage without help. 
‘Their unconscious spells continued. 
Finally after a week,they packed 
up and went away. We destroyed 
the bridge at once. No one crossed 
cover to the bungalow, for three 


years. 

Now early this year,my son was 
asked to open the bungalow and 
clean it up for your uncle. We had 
to make the temporary bridge, but 
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we did a special pooja for the Naga 
before that.” 


“Will it happen again?” asked 
Anun a little fearfully. 

“It depends on the Naga!" said 
Akku. “Thope he is not angry any 
more.” 

“Has anyone died yet?” asked 
Sharad 


Just at that moment, they heard 
blood curdling scream! It sound: 
ced as if someone was being stran- 
gled 

“The scream of the lost soul!” 
cried Akku, roling her eyes. “Great 
God! Save me!” 

Uncle Shyam walked in breaking 
the eerie stiliness. He was dressed 
for bed. “Still up?” he asked with 
agrin, “Listening to ghost stories? 
Did you get frightened by the 
screech. Its the call of the fish owl, 
a huge bird. The villagers believe 
it to be the spirit of the dead !" 

The boys crept into bed. They 
were subdued. In the jungle, stories 
seemed more fightening, more 
real... 


(To be continued) 





ich man: Why have you come 
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we 


artik was a little boy of seven 
K te tived with fis parents in 2 
big town. They were neither very 
rich nor very poor. But they were 
happy and content. Kartik had two 
older sisters. Lakshmi Akka was 
the eldest of them all, and pretty 
Radha Akka had just finished 
school, 

After school, Kartik went to the 
park every evening to play with 
his friends. His father had given 
him a small toy boat last month, 
which had a battery-operated 
motor. Kartik was very proud of his 
boat. He loved to play with it. He 
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usually filled the washbasin with 
water and floated his boat on it. 





“1 am going to be a sailor when 
| grow up. Then I'l sail all over the 
world!” Kartik would tell his fends 
at the nursery school he went to. 

His father and mother bought 
Kartik, a nice white suit for his 
birthday. Kartik loved to wear it 
for he really looked very smart in 
it. Just like a sailor! 






ne day, Kartik's mother told 
him something wonderful. His 
dear Lakshmi Akka was going to 
be married! 
The entire house was white: 
washed in preparation for the 
grand event. A big pandal was set 









up in the garden. Festoons of fresh 
green mango leaves, coloured 
bulbs and paper streamers added 
a festive touch. Two young slender 
plantain trees were tied to each 
gate post. 

Days before the wedding, a 
number of women came to make 
sweets. So many different kinds of 
them! Radha Akka gave him some 
to taste when no one was watching 

“Mmm! They are really delic 
ous!” said Kartik, as he smacked 
his lips 

Then, the relatives started 
‘coming, Soon the house was filled 
with aunts, uncles and cousins, big 
and small. 

The bridegroom was a very nice 





man with curly hair and twinkling 
eyes. Kartik went up to him, His 
name was Raj, 

“What are you going to do when 
you grow up? Become a doctor 
like your father?” asked Raj Anna 
seriously. 

“No! [am going to be a sailor 
and I'll see the world,” replied 
Kartik. 

“What a splendid ambition! | 
wish you the best of luck!" applau- 
ded Raj Anna. Kartik was so glad 
that his new brother-in-law appro- 
ved of his ambition, 

Lakshmi Akka looked very beau- 
tiful in her red silk sari with the 
gold border. She wore jewellery 
which had been made specially 


for her wedding Lakshmi Akka, 
Radha Akka, and Amma wore 
lots of sweet-smelling flowers in 
their hair. They were all pictures 
of grace. Kartik was very proud of 
them! He performed the duties of 
the bride's brother, with seriousness 
and dignity. 

Kartik was very sed when 
Lakshmi Akka and her new 
husband left after the wedding The 
relatives left too, and suddenly the 
house seemed empty. 

“T miss Akka so much!” said 
Kartik, over and over again. “But 
the wedding was great fun!" 

s ‘the months passed, Kartik 
A\ tegan to feel his sister's absen 
ce less, for there were so many 
things for him to do. But about 
five months after the wedding, 
Kartik’s mother asked cook to 
make a special sweet which she sent 
to Lakshmi Akka. Kartik could not 
understand why his mother 
seemed so happy. 

“{ hope Akka’s happy too. Let 
me write alittle note to her, please 
Amma!” he begged and added “I 
love you — Kartik” at the end of 
his mother’s letter. 


week later, another letter came 

from Lakshmi Aka. Kartik ran 
into the house in, search of his 
mother. 

“Your Akka is coming home 
soon. She is going to have a baby,” 
said his mother joyfully, as she 
read the letter. 

“So, Kartik! You are going to 
be a ‘mama’! Do you know that 
‘mamas’ must look after their 


nephews and nieces?” teased 
Radha Akka. 


‘akshmi Akka arrived the next 
Liaay. The whole family went to 
the station to meet her. 

“What do you want, Kartik — a 
nephew or a niece?" she asked. 
“Don't you think that it would be 
nice if my first baby is a boy? 

“No!” objected Kartik. “What is 
wrong with a girl? I think that girls 
are sweeter. | would love to have 
a little niece to look after!” 





A ftmere montts passed. One 
day, Kartik returned home from 
school, to find that his sister had 
gone to the hospital 

“You have a niece, Kartik,” said 
his mother "She is such a lovely 
child!” 

Kartik went to his toy cupboard 
and opened it. He took out his toy 
boat and looked at it. Then he 
stood staring out of the window, 
deep in thought. Then, he suddenly 
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tuned and ran to the kitchen and 
told cook that he was going out 
for a shor time and slipped out of 
the house, He walked to the big 
toy shop nearby where his father 
had bought the motor boat 

“Please, Mr. Swami,” he said to 
the owner of the shop. “I want to 
exchange this boat for the best 
doll you have. I want to give it to 
my niece.” 

Mr. Swami looked at Kartik. He 
knew how fond of his boat Kartik 


was. 

“All right! Tell me which doll 
you like best,” he said. 

Kartik went round the shop look: 
ing at every doll. 

“That one with black hair and 





blue eyes,” he said. 
“What a good present for a 
niece!” praised Mr. Swami as he 
packed the doll carefully. He 
wrapped gay paper around the box 
and tied a big red bow on top. 


kK" hid the parcel in his toy 
cupboard at home, When 
Lakshmi Akka came home with 
her baby, he werit to her room. 

“Don't be sad, Akka. What is 
wrong with a gil? See, I've brought 
2 present for my litle niece,” Kartik 
kissed the baby gently and'placed 
the doll near the cradle, 

“Kartik! What a lovely doll!" 
Tears shone in Lakshmi Akka's 
eyes as she picked up the pretty 
thing. She reached out to give 
Kartik a hug. Raj Anna shook 
Kartik’s hand warmly. 

Just then Kartik’s father came 
into the room. He had a package 
inhis hand which he gave to Kartik. 

“This is for a kind little boy, 
Kartik Why did you give away your 
boat?” he asked. 

“Oh, Appa! I wanted to give my 
niece present. lam a'mama’ and 
have to look after her,” replied 
Kartik gravely. 

“Mr. Swami telephoned, and 
your mother and | felt that you 
deserved a present for your un- 
selfish thought,” said his father. 

“We are all very proud of you,” 
said his mother. 

Kartik was happy, He opened 
the present to find his dear motor 
boat. Now he had his favourite toy 


back! 


lice was beginning to get very 
A tired of sitting by her sister on 
the bank and of having nothing to 
do, Once or twice she had peeped 
into the book her sister was reading, 
but it had no pictures or conversa: 
tions in it, “What is the use of a 
book,” thought Alice, “without 
pictures or conversations?” 

So she was considering, in her 
own mind (aswell as she could, for 
the hot day made her feel very 
sleepy and stupid), whether the 
pleasure of making a daisy-chain 
would be worth the trouble of 
getting up and picking the daisies, 
when suddenlya White Rabbit with 
pink eyes ran close by her. 

There was nothing so very 
remarkable in that; nor did Alice 
think it so very much out of the 
way to hear the Rabbit say to itself 
“Oh dear! shall be too late!” but, 
when the Rabbit actually took a 
watch out of its waiscoat-pocket, 
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and looked at it, and then hurried 
on, Alice started to her feet, and 
burning with curiosity, she ran 
across the field after it, and was 
just in time to see it pop down a 
large rabbit hole under the hedge. 

In another moment down went 
Allce after it, never once considering 
how in the world she was to get out 
again. 


sa he rabbit-hole went straight on 
likea tunnel for some way, and 
then dipped suddenly down, so 
suddenly that Alice had not a 
moment to think about stopping 
herself before she found herself 
falling down what seemed to be a 
very deep well 

Either the well was very deep, or 
she fell very slowly, for she had 
plenty of ime as she went down to 
look about her, and towonder what 
was going to happen next. First, 
she tried to look down and make 


out what she was coming to, but it 
was too dark to see anything, 

Suddeniy, thump! thump! Down 
she came upon a heap of sticks 
and dry leaves, and the fall was 
over. 

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she 
jumped up on to her feet in a 
moment. She looked up, but it 
‘was all dark over-head and before 
her was another long passage, 
and the White Rabbit was still in 
sight, hunying down it. There was 
not a moment to be lost: away 
‘went Alicé like the wind, and was 
justin time to hear the rabbit say: 
“Oh my ears and whiskers, how 
late it’s getting!” She was close 
behind when the rabbit turned the 
‘comer, and vanished. Alice found 
herself in a long, low hall, which 
‘was lit by a row of lamps hanging 
from the roof. 

There were doors all round the 
hall, but they were all locked. Alice 
tried all the doors and then sadly 
wondered, how she wasever to get 
‘out again. 

‘Suddenly she came upona little 
three-legged table, all made of solid 
glass. There was nothing on itbuta 
tiny golden key. Alice's first idea 
was that this might belong to one 
of the doors of the hall, but, alas! 


either the locks were too large, or ¢¢ 


the key was too small, but at any 
rate itwould not openanyof them. 
However, on the second time 
round, she came upona lowcurtain 
she had not noticed before, and 
behind it was a little door about 
fifteen inches high. She tried the 
litle golden key in the lock, and to 


her great delight it fitted! 

Alice opened the doorand found 
thatitled into a small passage, not 
much longer than’ a rat-hole, ‘She 
knelt down and looked along the 
passage into the loveliest garden 
you ever saw. How she longed to 
getout of that dark hall,and wander 
‘about among those beds of bright 
flowers and those cool fountains, 
but she could noteven get herhead 
through the doorway; “Even if my 
head would go through!" thought 
poor Alice, “it would be of very 
little use without my shoulders. Oh, 
how I wish I could shut up like a 
telescope! think I could, if | only 
knew how to begin 

There seemed to be no use in 
waiting by the little door, so she 
went back to the table, half hoping 
she mightfind another key on it, or 
at any rate a book of rules for 
shutting people up like telescopes. 
This time she found a little bottle 
dn it ("It was certainly not here 
before,” said Alice.) Tied round 
the neck of the bottle was a paper. 








label, with the words “DRINK ME” 


beautifully printed on it in large 
letters. Alice ventured to taste it, 
and, finding it very nice, she very 
soon finished it off 


hat @ curious feeling!” said 
Alice. “I must be shutting up 
like a telescope!” 

‘And so it was indeed! Alice was 
now only ten inches high, and her 
face brightened up at the thought 
that she was now the right size for 
going through the little door into 
that lovely garden, First, however, 


23 





she waited for a few minutes to 
see if she was going to shrink any 
further. 

After a while, finding that nothing 
more happened, she decided on 
going into the garden at once. But, 
alas for poor Alice, when she got 
to the door, she found she had 
forgotten the litle golden key, and 
when she went back to the table 
for it, she found she could not 
possibly reach it; though she could 
see it quite plainly through the 
glass. She tried her best to climb 
up one of the legs of the table, but 
{twas to0 slippery. She tired herself 
out with trying, and then sad down 
and cried, 

"Come, there's no use in crying 
like that!” said Alice to herself 
rather sharply. “I advise you to 
leave off this minute!" She general 
y gave herself very good advice 
(though sha very seldom fofowed 
it). 

Soon her eye fell on alittle glass 
box that was lying under the table. 
She opened it, and found in it a 
very small cake, on which the words 
“EAT ME" were beautifully marked 
in currants. "Well, I'll eat it,” said 
Alice. “If it makes me grow larger, 
can reach the key. If it makes 
me grow smaller, | can creep under 
the door. So either way I'l get 
into the garden!” 

She ate a little bit, and anxiously 
said to herself: “Which way? Which 
way?” She held her hand on the 
top of her head to feel which way 
it was growing; and she was quite 
surprised to find that she remained 
the same size, 





So she set to work, and very 
soon finished off the cake. 


&& Cruiouser and crouse!” ied 
Alice (she was so surprised, 
that for a moment she quite forgot 
to speak good English). "Now I'm 
opening out like the largest 
telescope that ever was! Good-bye, 
feet!" (for when she looked down 
at her feet, they seemed to be 
almost out of sight, they were 
getting so far off) 

Just at this moment her head 
struck against the roof of the hall. 
She was now rather more than 
nine feet high, and she at once 
took up the litle golden key and 
hurried off to the garden door. 

Poor Alice! It was as much as 
she could do, lying down on one 
side, to look through into the 
garden with one eye. To get 





through was more hopeless than 
ever. She sat down and began to 
cry again. 

“You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself,” said Alice. “a great girl 
like you to go on erying in this 
way! Stop this moment, I tell you!” 
But she went on all the same, 
shedding gallons of tears, until 
there was a large pool all round 
her, about four inches deep and 
reaching half-way down the hall 

Alter a time she heard a little 
pattering of feet in the distance, 
and she hastily dried her eyes to 
see what was coming. It was the 
White Rabbit returning, splendidly 
dressed, with a pair of white kid- 
gloves in one hand and a large 
fan in the other. He came trotting 
along in a great hurry, muttering 
to himself, as he came, “Oh! The 
Duchess, the Duchess! Oh! Won't 
she be savage if I've kept her 
waiting!” 

Alice felt so desperate that she 
was ready to ask help of any one. 
So, when the Rabbit came near 
her, she began, in a low timid voice, 
“If you please, Sir...” 

The Rabbit started violently, 
dropped the white kid-gloves and 
the fan, and scurried away into 
the darkness as hard as he could 


@. 
Alice took up the fan and gloves, 
and, as the hall was very hot, she 





kept fanning herself all the time 
she went on talking, “Dear! dear! 
How queer everything is to-day! 
And yesterday thi 

as usual. I wonder if 've changed 
in the night? I wonder if I know all 
the things I used to know. Let me 
see.... four times five is twelve, 
and four times six is thirteen, and 
four times seven is..." Her voice 
sounded hoarse and strange, and 
the words did not come the same 
as they used to do. Poor Alice! 
Her eyes filled with tears again, 
“Oh dear! | am so very tired of 
being all alone here!” 

‘As she said this she looked down 
at her hands, and was surprised to 
see that she had put on one of the 
Rabbit's little white kid-gloves 
while she was talking. “How can | 
have done that?” she thought. 
“L must be growing small again.” 

She got up and went to the table 
to measure herself by it, and found 
that, as nearly as she could guess, 
she was now about two feet high, 
and was going on shrinking rapidly. 
She soon found out that the cause 
of this was the fan she was holding, 
and she dropped it hastily, just in 
time to save herself from shrinking 
away altogether. 

“That was a narrow escape!” 
said Alice, a good deal frightened 
at the sudden change, but very 
gad to find herself sil in existence. 
“And now for the garden!” And 
she ran with all speed back to the 
little door. But, the little door was 
shut again, and the little golden 
key was lying on the glass table as 





* before, so things were worse than 


ever. “I never was so small before, 
never! | declare it's too bad,” she 
said. 

Just then her foot slipped, and 
in another moment, splash! she 
was up to her chin in salt-water. 
Her first idea was that she had 
somehow fallen into the sea 
However, she soon made out that 
she was in the pool of tears which 
she had wept when she was nine 
feet high! 

“Lwish | hadn't cried so much!” 
said Alice, as she swam about, 
trying to find her way out. "I shall 
be punished for it now, | suppose, 
by being drowned in my own tears! 
That will be a queer thing, to be 


sure! However, everything is queer 
to-day.” 

Just then she heard something 
splashing about in the pool alittle 
way off, and she swam nearer to 
make out what it was. At first she 
thought it must be a walrus or 
hippopotamus, but then she re: 
membered how small she was now, 
and she-soon made out that it was, 
only a mouse, that had slipped in 


like herself. 

‘ould it be of any use, ngw,” 
W thought Alice, “to speak to 
this mouse? Everything is so out- 
ofthe way down here, that | should 
think very likely it can talk!” So 
she began: "O Mouse, do you 
know the way out of this pool? | 
am very tired of swimming about 
here, O Mouse!” 

The mouse looked at her rather 
inquisitively, and seemed to her to 
wink with one of its little eyes, but 
it said nothing 

“Pethaps it doesn't understand 
English," thought Alice. “I daresay 
it's a French mouse. So she began 
293 “Od est ma chatte?” 
which was the first sentence in het 
French lesson-book. The Mouse 
gave a sudden leap out of the 
water, and seemed to quiver all 
over with fright. “Oh, I beg your 
pardon!” cried Alice hastily, afraid 
that she had hurt the poor animal's 
feelings. “I quite forgot you didn’t 
like cats. 

“Our family always hated cats! 
















Nasty, low, vulgar things!" cried 
the Mouse, who was trembling 
down to the end of its tail. “Don’t 





let me hear the name again!” 

“I won't indeed!” said Alice, in 
a great hurry to change the subject 
of conversation. “Are you—are you 
fond—of—of dogs!” The Mouse 
did not answer, so Alice went on 
eagerly: “There is such a nice little 
dog, near our house, I should like 
to show you! A little bright-eyed 
terrier, you know, with oh, such 
Jong curly brown hair! It belongs 
to a farmer, you know, and he 
says it's So useful. He says it kills 
all the rats and — oh dear!” cried 
Alice in a sorrowful tone. “I'm 
afraid I've offended it again!” 

So she called softly after it, 
“Mouse dear! Do come back again, 
and we won't talk about cats, or 
dogs either, if you don't like 
them!” When the Mouse heard 
this, it turned round and swam 
slowly back to her. Its face was 
quite pale and it said, in a low 
trembling voice, “Let us get to the 
shore.” 


TT hepoolwas geting ute crowd. 
ed with the birds and animals 
that had fallen into it. There was 
a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and 
an Eaglet, and several other curious 
creatures. Alice led the way, and 
the whole party swam to the shore. 

They were indeed a strange- 
looking party that assembled on 


the bank — the birds with draggled 
feathers, the animals with their fur 
clinging close to them, and all 
dipping wet, cross, and uncomfort: 
able. 

The first question of course was, 
how to get dry again, They had a 
consultation about this, and after 
a few minutes it seemed quite 
natural to Alice to find herself 
talking familiarly with them, as if 
she had known them all her life. 

“The best thing to get us dry 
would be a Caucus-race,” said the 
Dodo. 

“What is a Caucus-race?” said 
Alice. 

“Why.” said the Dodo, “the best 
way to explain it is to do it.” 

First it marked out a race-course, 
ina sort of cirde, (“The exact shape 
doesn't matter,” said the Dodo) 
and then all the party were placed 
along the course, here and there, 
There was no “One, two, three, 
and away!” but they began running 
when they liked, and left off when 
they liked, so that it was not easy 
to know when the race was over. 
However, when they had been 
running half an hour or so, and 
were quite dry again, the Dodo 
suddenly called out “The race is 
‘over!” and they all crowded round 
it, panting, and asking, “But who 
hhas won?” 
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This question the Dodo could 
not answer without a great deal of 
thought, and it stood for a long 
time with one finger pressed upon 
its forehead while the rest waited 
insilence. At last the Dodo said 
“Everybody has won, and all must 
have prizes.” 

“But who is to give the prizes?” 
quite a chorus of voices asked. 

“Why, she, of course,” said the 
Dodo, pointing to Alice with one 
finger. The whole party at once 
crowded round her, calling out, in 
a confused way, “Prizes! Prizes!” 


Alice had no idea what to do, 
and in despair she put her hand in 
her pocket, and pulled out a box 
of sweets (luckily the salt-water had 
not got into it), and handed them 
round as prizes, There was exactly 
one apiece, all round. 

“But she must have a prize 
herself, you know,” said the Mouse. 
the Dodo replied 
very gravely. “What else have you 
got in your pocket?” 

“Only a thimble,” said Alice 
sadly. 

“Hand it over here,” said the 
Dodo. 

Then they all crowded round her 
‘once more, while the Dodo solemn: 
ly presented the thimble, saying, 
“We beg your acceptance of this 
elegant thimble!” When the short 
speech was over, they all cheered. 

Alice thought the whole thing 
very absurd, but they all looked so 
grave that she did not dare to 
laugh. As she could not think of 
anything to say, she simply bowed, 





and took the thimble, looking as 
solemn as she could. 


“I wish I had our Dinah here!” 
said Alice aloud, addressing 
nobody in particular. 

“And who is Dinah, if | might 
venture to ask the question?" said 
the Lory. 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was 
ahvays ready to talk about her pet: 
“Dinah’s our cat. And she's such 
a capital one for catching mice, 
you can't think! And oh, | wish 
you could see her after the birds! 


, she'll eat a litle bird as soon 
astholooks ait" 

This speech caused a remarkable 
sensation among the party. Some 
of the birds hurried off at once. 
‘The old Magpie began wrapping 
itself up very carefully, remarking 
“I really must be getting home, 
The night-air doesn't suit my 
throat!” And a Canary called out 
in a trembling voice, to its children, 
“Come away, my dears! It's high 
time you were all in bed!” On 
various pretexts they all moved off, 
and Alice was soon left alone. 


[pzitlewhile, however she agin 
heard a little pattering of footsteps 
in the distance, and she looked up 
eagerly. 

Itwas the white Rabbit, trotting 
slowly back again, and looking 
anxiously about as it went, as if it 
had lost something; and she heard 
it muttering to itself,“The Duchess! 
‘The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! 
Oh my fur and whiskers! She'll 
get me executed, as sure as ferrets 
are ferrets! Where can | have drop: 











ed them, | wonder?" Alice guessed 
in a moment that it was looking for 
the fan and the pair of white kid 
gloves, and she very good-naturedly 
began hunting about for them, but 
they were nowhere to be seen — 
everything seemed to have changed 
since her swim in the pool; and 
the great hall, with the glass table 
and the little door, had vanished 
completely 

Very soon the Rabbit noticed 
Alice, as she went"hunting about, 
and called out to her, in an angry 
tone, “Why, Mary Ann, what are 
you doing out here? Run home 
this moment, and fetch me a pair 
of gloves and a fan! Quick now!" 
‘And Alice was so much frightened 
that she ran off at once in the 
direction it pointed to, without 
trying to explain the mistake that 
ithad made. 

“How queer it seems,” Alice said 
to herself, “to be running erands 
for a rabbit!” 

By this time she had found 
her way into a tidy little room with 
a table in the window, and on it 
were a fan and two or three pairs 
of tiny white kid-gloves, She took 
up the fan and a pair of gloves, 
and was just going to leave the 
room, when her eye fell upon a 
litle bottle that stood near the 
looking-glass. There was no label 
this time with the words "DRINK 
ME,” but nevertheless she uncork 
ed it and put it to her lips. "| know 
something interesting Is sure to 
happen,” she said to herselt. 

It did so indeed, and much 
sooner than she had expected 
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Before she had drunk half the 
bottle, she found her head pressing 
against the ceiling, and had to 
stoop to save her neck from being 
broken. She hastily put down the 
bottle, saying to herself “That's 
quite enough — I hope | shan't 
grow any more — As it is, | can't 
get out at the door — I do wish | 
hadn't drunk quite so much!" 

Alas! It was too late to wish that! 
She went on growing, and growing, 
and very soon had to kneel down 
on the floor. In another minute 
there was not even room for this, 
and she tried the effect of lying 
down with one elbow against the 
door, and the other arm curled 
round her head, Still she went on 
growing, and, as a last resource, 
she put one arm out of the window, 
and one foot up the chimney, 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic 
bottle had now had its full effect, 
and she grew no larger. Still it 
was very uncomfortable, and, as 
there seemed to be no sort of 
chance of her ever getting out of 
the room again, no wonder she 
felt unhappy. 

“ft was much pleasanter at 
home,” thought poor Alice. “when 
one wasn't always growing larger 
and smaller, and being ordered 
about by mice and rabbits. 1 
almost wish 1 hadn't gone down 
that rabbit-hole — and yet ~ and 
yet — it's rather curious, you know, 
this sort of life! 1 do wonder what 
‘can have happened to me! When 
Tused to read fairy tales, I fancied 
that kind of thing never happened, 
and now here I am in the middle 


of one! There ought to be a book 
written about me, that there ought! 
And when I grow up, I'll write one 
— but I'm grown up now,” she 
added in a sorrowful tone, “at least 
there's no room to grow up any 
more here!” 

After a few minutes she heard a 
voice outside. 

Presently the Rabbit came up to 
the door, and tried to open it. But, 
as the door opened inwards, and 
Alice's elbow was pressed hard 
against it, that attempt proved a 
failure. Alice heard it say to itself 
“Then I'l go round and get it at 
the window.” 

“That you won't!” thought Alice, 
and, after waiting till she fancied 
she heard the Rabbit just under 
the window, she suddenly spread 
out her hand, and made a snatch 
in the air. She did not get hold of 





anything, but she heard a little 
shriek and a fall, and a crash of 
broken glass, from which she 
concluded that it was just possible 
it had fallen into a cucumber 
frame, or something of the sort. 
Next came an angry voice — 


the Rabbit's — “Pat! Pat! Where 
are you?” And then a voice she 
had never heard before, “Sure then 
I'm here! Digging for apples, yer 
honour!” 

“Digging for apples, indeed!” 
said the Rabbit angrily. “Here! 
Come and help me out of this!" 
(Sounds of more broken glass.) 

“Now tell me, Pat, what's that in 
the window?” 

‘Sure, it's an arm! yer honour!” 

“An arm, you goose! Who ever 
saw one that size? Why, it fills the 
whole window!” 

“Sure, it does, yer honour: but 
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it’s an arm for all that.” 

“Well it's got no business there, 
at any rate: go and take it away!” 

‘There was a long silence after 
this, and Alice could only hear 
whispers now and then; such as 
"Sure, | don't like it, yer honour, 
at all, at all!" “Do as I tell you, you 
coward!" and at last she spread 
‘out her hand again, and made 
another snatch in the air. This 
time there were two litle shrieks, 
and more sounds of broken glass. 
“L wonder what they'll do next!" 
thought Alice. “As for pulling me 
out of the window, | only wish 
they could! I'm sure I don't want 
to stay in here any longer! If they 
had any sense, they'd take the roof 
off.” 

Alter a minute or two they began 
moving about again, and Alice 
heard the Rabbit say “A barrowful 
will do, to begin with.” 

“A barrowful of what?" thought 
Alice, But she had not long to 
doubt, for the next moment a 
shower of little pebbles came 
rattling in at the window, and some 
of them hit her in the face. “I'll put 
a stop to this,” she said to herself, 
and shouted out "You'd better not 
do that again!” which produced 
another dead silence, 


Alice noticed, with some surprise, 

















that the pebbles were all turning 
into little cakes as they lay on the 
floor, and a bright idea came into 
her head. “If | eat one of these 
cakes,” she thought, “it's sure to 
make some change in my size; 
and, as it can't possibly make me 
larger, it must make me smaller, 
| suppose.” 

So she swallowed one of the 
cakes, and was delighted to find 
that she began shrinking directly. 
‘As soon as she was small enough 
to get through the door, she ran 
out of the house, and found quite 
a crowd of litle animals and birds 
‘waiting outside, They all made a 
tush: at Alice the moment she 
appeared; but she ran off as hard 
as she could, and soon found 
herself safe in a thick wood, 

“The first thing I've got to do,” 
said Alice to herself, as she 
wandered about in the wood, “is 
to grow to my right size again; and 
the second thing is to find my way 
into that lovely garden, 1 think 
that will be the best plai 

It sounded an excellent plan, 
no doubt, and very neatly and 
simply arranged: the only difficulty 
was, that she had not the smallest 
idea how to set about it. “I suppose 
Tought to eat or drink something 
or other,” she said; “but the great 
question is "What?" 















Did Alice ever get into that little garden? How did she 

get back into the world of boys and girls? To leam the 
_ answers to all these questions you must read Alice in Wonder- 
|, the great work of Lewis Caroll. Alice’s adyentures in 
Ihave been enjoyed by people of llages all over 








SPO RIB QURFEAEICES 





** Bojju has to find two black 
pieces which are shaped ali 
Can you help him? 


WHICH LETTER... 


* is full of fish? 
is an insect? 
means me? 
isa drink? 
is full of people? 
is a pronoun? 
is a verb? 


S. Deepa, aged 11 


Try to draw this fiqure without 
lifting your pencil from the 
paper. Once you draw a line 
you cannot crossit or retrace it 


— R. Chitra, 















































Can you unscramble these letters 
land fit them into the right squares 
to form meaningful words? 





cs ANTELOPE 

Rajul made five words from 
the big word Antelope. They 
aréant, toe, pole, pen and pot. 
Amit says he can out do her by 
ten words. Can you ? 


— Compiled by “Buchi”. 


** Can you help the mouse find its way to the bread? 


Answers on page 40 





‘Shankar : | haven't slept for days... 

Babu ; What's the trouble? 
Insomnia? 

Shankar | No! | only sleep at night! 


ve name of the 
ia? 


vacher ; What is th 
Prime Minister of 10 


Te 


st 


Teacher : What are the last 
‘wa get called? 
Student : False teeth ma,amt 


— Veda Purushothaman 





ABU 
the 
BEACH 


ARLE feeling very bored this 
evening, Fatherisn’thome yet. 
His sister is out. And just look at 
mother! She is reading a book, 
instead of playing with Abu! 

Suddenly Abu has an idea, He 
runs upto his mother and hugs her 
and whispers into her ear. “Please 
take mettothebeach. Not tomorrow, 
Now!” He knows that often 
tomorrow means never. 

Mother closes her book with a 
sigh. “All right. But I am going to 
sit and read quietly. You must 
promise to play by yourself on the 
sand. And no getting into the 
water!” 


GOWRI RAMNARAYAN 











“Yes! yes!! YES!.." Abu hops 
up and down. He runs to fetch his 
litle bucket and spade. Then he 
walks down with his mother to the 
beach at the end of the road 





cope, 302 green, and brown 
today,” shouts Abu, “Amma, 
Twant to jump on the waves!” 
“Didn't | already tell you, you 
can't?” asks mother, as she sinks 
down on the sand and begins to 
read, Abu looks into her book 
“Boring,” he thinks, "No pictures 
at all, only words, words, words.” 
‘Abu screws up his face. He 
doesn't want to play by himself. He 
can see birds sailing in the air, He 
can see fish gleaming silver in the 
swell of the distant waves. Won't 
they come and play with him? 
Acrab tickles his toes ast scuttles 
across the sand. Abu runs after it 
‘The crab stops and tums towards 
him, Abu screams and rushes 











straight to his mother and bounces 
on herlap. The book goes flying in 
the air! 

“A crab chased me,” explains 
Abu, but mother is annoyed. So 
‘Abu picks up her book for her and 
begins to dig with his spade. 


6A mma! Look! There isa ship in 
‘A\ the sea!lsitgoingto America?” 
But mother takes no notice of him. 

“Ammal See? The sun looks 
like an orange ball!” Mother is still 
reading 

“Amma! A white bird is making 
big circles in the air!" Mother does 
not even raise her eyes from her 
book 

But who is this, coming towards 
them? Why, tsa group of fishermen. 


wearing coloured beads and 
carrying nets. Abu runs to crouch 
behind his mother: 


“Amma, do those men catch bad 
boys in their nets and take them 
away?” he asks softly. 

““Are you bad?" asks his mother. 

sometimes,” whispers Abu, 
“Oh, hide me, hide me!” Soon the 
men are gone. 

“Abu! Please don't distur me. 
Lam readinga very interesting book. 
Go and find some shells, We will 
arrange them round the plants at 
home.” 

So Abu runs around trying to 
gather the nicest, prettiest, biggest 
shells on the beach for his garden. 
Here's a big one, and there's a 
pretty one half-buried in the sand. 
‘Oh how sad, this pretty one is 
broken! But there are so many 
more. 




















‘bu soon collects lots of shells. 

He finds a beautiful one, all 
shiny and pink inside. He dashes 
to his mother and thrusts it under 
her nose. “I found a diamond, 
Amma! I found a diamond!” 
he yells. 


Mother sneezes hard. She tells 
‘Abu to put the diamond in his 
pocket for his sister. "Now go and 
make a large sand castle!" she says. 
“Then when I tum around | will be 
‘so surprised.” 


“Lwill make a huge sand castle, 
so big it will touch the sun and 
poke the sky,” says Abu. He begins 
to pick up the sand and beat it into 
a fat round tower. Oh, how bigitis 
getting! Then he digsa moat around 
the castle, He wants to fil it with 


water, But how can he do that 
when his mother has told him not 
to go near the water? 

Whatever is Abu doing? He is 
inching his way towards the waves, 
turing to look at his mother ever 
so often. “I won't stand in the 
water!” he thinks. “lam only going 
to fill my bucket!” 

So Abu makes many trips to the 
water. He is totally wet now, but 
the moat simply doesn't get filled. 
All the water he pours just 
disappears into the sand! 

‘Abu is very tired. He kicks the 
castle down, and begins to baw] — 
“Ah, wah, waaah, aaah!" 


other looks up from her book. 
She hurries to Abu to see what 
he has done. Soon she is both 
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Answers to Fugale Fun 
—_—_s 
1 The black pieces numbered 
2and 7 are alike 


3 C,B,1,7,Q,UandR 


4 1. Forget, 2. Better, 
3. Rubber, 4. Cotton, 


5 1. Lent, 2. Net, 3. Ape, 4. Plate, 
5, Plant, 6, Peel, 7. Pale, 8, Tale, 
9. Pat, 10. Pant. 

————— 

Answers to Spot the Differences 

The picture on the right has 
several things missing: 
1. The second rung of the 
ladder and its hole. 
2. Apiece of the man's turban. 
3. Astripe on the man’s shirt 
sleeve. 
4, Thelinesabove the head of 
the man and dog denoting 
surprise 

The paint brush. 

The bucket handle. 

The collar pendant 

‘The patch on the dog's back. 


Bran 


& 





scolding and cuddling him! “Stop 
crying Abu!” she says, but Abu's 
wails only get louder! 

Then mother says, “Abu! You 
are already wet and sandy all over. 
Come let us stand in the waves!” 

Are mother's words magic? All 
at once Abu starts to laugh. He 
holds his mother's hand tightly and 
races to the waves. Abu sings 
loudly: 


“There are big waves and litle waves, 
Green waves and blue, 

‘Waves you can jump aver, 

‘Waves you can dive through.” 


Abu laughs as he splashes in the 
litle lacy waves that run to catch 
his feet. When the waves draw 
back Abu's feet are missing! Where 
are they? Buried deep in the wet 
sand of course! 


ery soon, the sky tums violet. 
‘Vitimeto go home! Abu doesn't 
want to leave the waves and the 
beach, but he must go home for he 
must open the gate for his father 
who would be home any moment, 
and give his sister the diamond! 

Wallking towards his house, one 
little hand tucked into his mother's 
larger one, Abu’s other little hand 
searches in his pocket for the 
diamond 

But whatis this? Itisbroken into 
manybits. Mother quickly tells him 
that he can put the tiny diamonds 
under the rose plant as a present 
for the garden fairies! Isn't that a 
wonderful idea? 


Harischandra 
ruled the kingdom| 
lof Kosala wisely 


ime about the wonder: 
ful things you saw 
during your pilgr 


STORY: ANANDHI 
PICTURES: VINU, 


king Mathidaya of i 
has an extremely beautiful 
daughter named Chandra- 
Jmati. She Is worthy of your 
hand in marriage, 











[Send invitations to all the kings| 
os for my daughter's 
| have no objection to the proposal, but swayamvaral 
| eel that Chandramati should choose her 
‘own husband. 














happily. 


Logidaksha 
the princely 
skills, 


one day. 


| —_——— 
Revered Vasishta! 


Can you tell me 
if there is a man 


Jon earth, who will 


not swerve from. 





Harischandra and his bride After a few years passed, a $0 
returned to Kosala and lived there 


In the court of Indra, 


the path of truth? 
























was born to them... 


Let us name him Logidaksha. 








earnt all 


He studied hard and proved 
to be most intelligent, 


Yes! There is such a 
f° man! Harischandral 

























era ‘Viswamitra was always jealous of Vasishta was angered. 


ea 


{don't agree. 
Once you are 
born on earth 
as a human, 
being, you 
become a liar! 


If Harischandra tells even 
‘one lie | will give up my 
penance altogether! 


) Harischandra! | have come, 


to seek your help in per- 
forming a yagna. 








Soon Viswamita | 


arrived in 
Ayodhya 





| will make Harischandra 
tell a lie! If I do not 
succeed, | will give him 
the powers of my own 
Penance! 














faman stood on an elephant 
and catapulted a stone into 
the sky. how high it would 


go! | want a pile of coins as 
high as that! 





























Harischandra summoned his 
minister. 





a 
Sotyokirti! Bring me an 
‘elephant and a soldier who 
can throw the furthest! 





Viswamitra went'to the forest and spoke 
to the animals... 





f  Yournustdestroy 
p. the crops of the 





Ayodtiya, Kill 
all the goats and 
cows, Cause 
the people of 
‘Ayodhya to 
‘suffer. 


‘Of the forest attacked the 
kingdom of of 
Kosala, 














from you when the 
yagna begins 








The people rushed 


toHorischondra.... 5%) 


Oh king! Elephants 
have destroyed 
my fields! 





WAR les 
And tigers have 
filled a 

my cows! 













will hunt the forest animals, 
and drive them away. Those 
of you who have suffered 
lossesneedn't pay tax 
















The maidens danced 
for Harischandra and, 
won his favour 


Excellent! 





Go forth! Find a wély to please 
Herischandra anduin his favour 
and then ask him tor his white 
umbrella! 











ischandra took the pearl 
icklace he wore round his neck 
land offered it to the maidens. 











What? The beautiful 
moon-shaped umbrella 
of the race of Surya? 
How can |? 








If you cannot give us 
the umbrella, marry 


T get angr 
both of us! a fd 


with the 
two of you! 


Viswamitra angrily appeared at 
Harischandra’s court 





| Harischandra insulted us and 
chased us away! 











Do you call yourself a king? You 
have killed all the animais in my forest, 


AnI His end is near! and insulted my daughters....! 
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With humility Harischandra 


Please do not be angry, sir 


did not know they ware 


your daughters, 


Hand over your kingdom Y/) 


to me! Take your wife and 
son and leave Ayodhya! 


Ah but now 
you know! 
‘So marry 


‘You must forgive me! | am 
‘a married man! | will give 
you anything you ask for, 
but this! 





Harischandra happily handed 
over his kingdom to Viswa: 
mitra, 


From this mom 
kingdom of Kosala is 



















But Viswamitra wanted to force 
Harischandra to tell a lie. So. 


All right! But you must give me the 
{_ 9244 coins you promised met 








Sir} All the gold you 
eed is in the treasury. 
It belongs to yout 


















True indeed! Please give me forty: 
eight days time. | will redeem my 





Viswamitra summoned one of his 
disci 


‘Nakshatreya! You must 
somehow make Harischandra tel lie! 


1H see to it! 


[it was a long ‘and difficult 
journey. Fina, ew 
LAA? 

Look there is SS 

Varanasi l 


Father, | am 
very hungry! 


Oh siet In Ayodhya, 
{you ruled like Indra 
himself... now, 








Your name is Satyakirtil How can 
you lose hope in this way? 





"| [ All right! We have come to Vara 








Nakshatreya joined Harischandra. 













Itis my guru's wish that | return only 
after collecting the gold from you, 





‘Where is the gold you 
sed my Guru? I have 10 leave| 
























Harischandra was worried.) | _ The wily Nakshatreya said ad 


lie escape your 
lips’ Say that you don't owe 
Viswamitra any gold, then 
all your troubles will be 
over, and you will get your 
kingdom back 











How can | give Nakshat{ 
reya so acticin | { 


meme 






No. sir tell a lie to live in a 
palace. | would rather live in a forest 


ob _ honestly! 


EP 















Do not worry, my Lord} 
You can sell your son 
and wife as slaves and 
Give the sage his gold! 








that too as 











Harischandra placed a price 
on his wife 





This woman will be the 
slave of the person who _- 
can give me a heap of 
{gold coins. as high as a 
stone, can be cata: 
ted from an 
ephant’s back 

























{gold to Nakshatreya, 


In order. to collect this gold from 
you, | was faithfully at your side 
through rain, sun and hail, in hunger 
and thirst, You must give me ten 
thousand gold coins for my trouble! 













But there was nogetting 
ut of it, Satyakirti put 
aprice on his king... 





Ten thousand gold 
coins... for this strong 
healthy soldier! 













What he asks is quite fair! Please] 
sell me as a slave and give him| 
| gold. 








was passing by. 
a i 


| will buy her; but 1 
also want the boy who 
stands beside her! 
























Jost then Veerabahu, the head man of @ 

Cremation ground came by... 

Z| will 
buy him. 


Satyakirti sold his king 

with a heavy heart and 

gave the money to 
Nakshatreya 









Here, sir! The account is settl- 
ed. | will return to Ayodhya 
with you! 










Veerabahutook =F 
Merachanare to 
jecremavon 
round on the 
Banks of the 
iver Ganga... “ey 


oe £3 dees 


Kh i rE j 
iF 


When bodies are brought 
tobe burnt here, we usually 
collect clothes, money and 
) rice from the relatives, The 
clothesandmoneyare mine, 
You can have the rice. 








Every morning Logidaksha would 
get ready to join the other 
children, 





jother! | am going to collect fire- 
Mother! | am going to collect fir 











YA |) 


1'do not mind doing any kind of 
| work. But must my child suffer so? 











Come home before it gets dark! 
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‘Une evening, as Logidaksha was 
gathering firewood, he was bitten 
by a snake 


The other children ran home with 
the news and Chandramati rushed 
to the forest. 


My darling! You have left my side 
forever! 





Madam! Before | 
‘cremate the body! 
jou have to give| 
me some money, 
some clothes and a 

little rica} 


Chandramati carried ; 
her dead son’s body 
to the cremation 
ground. There in the 
gathering twilight 





Sir! 1am a slavel | have 
nothing to give. 


or give me the gold mangaisutra 
which you wear. and burn the body, 


‘Oh, poor woman! You needn't give 
the rice which is my share. But 
give me the clothes and money 

due to my master. 





my mangalsutra! 





No eyes but my husbaes can s00 | 
















What? Is it my Chandra: 
‘mati? Is this my beloved 
Logidaksha? Oh, what 


Yet my dear! The trials in the 

path of truth must be borne 

horror is this! with fortitude. Go to your 

Logidaksha dead, master Kalakanda, and ask 

‘and my wife in him for, some money and 

this pitiable clothing for our son's crema 
tion, 


My darlin 
Ichandramati’s cos iy oacing 
mind grew con s 

fused with grief 

On her way she 

saw the body of 


a child and 
mistook it for 
her son's, 





You have killed 
the prince! 


Let us take 
her to the 





The king of 
Varanasi was 
enraged 








The body of the 
prince was upon 
her lap. She 

‘must have killed 


I sentence 
her to death! 





mmiahaeasae nea 
weer 





You are my Lord! | consider it a 










privilege to die at your hands, 





But Harischandra 
stood firm. 


[— 
Oh Gods! If Ihave 
if! 


my Chandrami 





[The executioner's axe changed into @ 
flower garland as it fell on Chandra: 
mati’s neck.  Viswamitra ' 


was abashed, 


Harischandral You have won! | have, 








Just then Viswamitra appeared, 


Harischandral Why do you face these 
trials? Just say "I didn’t give you 
anything!" and you will be master 
of everything once more! 











A 


‘Both the young princes were restored 
to life, Harischandra returned to 
Ayodhya, and was blessed by both 
Viswamitra and Vasishta 


slays be re 
membered! 


Half of my spiritual powers are yours! 












‘avid was nine, and very naughty. 
Dire pulled girs plats and made 
them cry. He jumped on plants 
and crushed their flowers. He 
poked holes in the bags of the 
neighbours carrying home their 
provisions from the ration shop! 
Wheat or rice would dribble all the 
way to their houses, and David 
‘would scamper off delighted. The 
angry neighbours knew him for a 
naughty boy and called him David 
the Devil! 





David'smotherwasahardworking 
lady. She was a fine person. She 
repeatedly scolded David for his 
dreadful behaviour, “You laugh at 
these tricks now, son," she would 
say. “But one day when no one 
likes you orwants to be your friend, 
you'll be sorry.” 





oOo” day before Christmas, David 
came running upto his mother. 
“Mother, have you seen Arun's new 
cai," he asked. His mother looked 
over into thelr neighbour's yard to 


see Arun playing with lovely, leam-~ 


ing toys. “Yes!” she said nodding. 
“Mother! Its the most wonderful 
car I've ever seen. It's battery 
operated and can go in any 
direction you want. All you've to 
do is to touch a button! Please 
mother can I have a car like that? 
Please?” said David. His words 
tumbled over each other inarush 
David's mother tried to ignore 


her son's pleas, but finally she gave 
in, “Allright David!T'llget youa car 
‘on one condition, You must 
promise to do three good deeds 
before Christmas. Afterall this is a 
season of good will 

David jumped with joy. “I promise 
Iwill do three good deeds. | won't 
‘be naughty at all!” With these words 
he ran off to buy some sweets for 
himself 


avid strolled along sucking his 
sweet. Itwas about five o' clock 
and he had quitea long way to go, 
Just then he suddenly spotted a 
little black puppy on the road. It 
‘was limping badly and slowly trying 
to inch its way across the road. 
David ran up to the pup and 
carried it across the road to safety. 
He cleaned the little cut in the 
puppy's foot the best he could and 
tied itup with his hanky. The puppy 
licked his fingers gratefully, and ran 





off looking much better. 

David turned next into a very 
deserted lane. There were no street 
lights and it was dusk. In the dim 
light, David salw a man pushing a 
smail boy into a car. The boy had a 
scarf tied across his mouth and his 
hands looked as if they had been 
tied together with a rope. 

Fora moment, David stood still — 
horrified. He was sure it was a bad 
man who would hurt the boy. Then 
the next minute he quietly turned 
into a house and rang the bell. 
‘When itwas opened he stammered 
‘out what he had seen. Quickly the 
police were called and were 
delighted to get the car number 
which clever David had noticed! 


t was not quite dark. David was 
worried. He hadn't much time to 
do the two good deeds he had left. 

He cut across a playground and 
as he was crossing a litle lane he 
felt his bag slip to the ground. He 
bent down to retrieve it, when he 
noticed a tiny little worm on the 
ground. Few days ago, David might 
have just squashed the poor 
creature but today he looked at it 
with new eyes. He had to save it 
from death. He picked up a stick 
and carried the worm across the 
lane to safety. So that was the 
second good deed. 

It was quite late by now. David 
began torun. He had to get home 
soon. He turned into the crowded 
Bazaar road, and gasped in surprise. 

Every shop was lit with coloured 
bulbs. David couldn't help staring 
at some of them. Lovely balloons 





decorated the entrance of one shop 
and the next shop displayed an 
array of mouth-watering sweets in 
its window. Laddus, bartis, halwas 
of all kinds, soun papdi and jilebis, 
were all neatly arranged on trays. 
David wished he could buy them 
all! 

‘The next shop was a toy shop. 
David gazed longingly at all the 
delightful toys. He looked at the 
red car in the window. "Tomorrow 
{will have one like that,” he said as 
he reluctantly moved away. 

Just then, David spotted a thin 
man slip his fingers into another 
man's pocket, and pull outa wallet. 

“Thief!” yelled David darting 
across the road carelessly. “Thief! 
Catch him!” 

‘Then a hormible thing happened. 
Ina flash of an eye, a speeding car 
knocked David down, and rushed 
away without stopping, David, who 
\was thrown because of the force of 
the impact, hit his head and hurt, 
hisarm. Mercifully he lost conscious- 
ness. 

A friend of David's mother, who 
recognized the boy, felt sorry for 
him. She put him in an auto and 
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took him home. 


avid’s mother had been dread: 
Ditly worried about him. ‘She 
was very frightened when she saw 
him arrive in an auto with her frend. 

“Mother!” said David feebly. “I 
couldn't do three good deeds. So! 
can't have a new car can 1?" Then 
he drifted into a faint again. 

David's mother hadn't really 
expected him to keep his promise 
She had promised hima car just to 
keep him quiet 

Her heart was touched by his 
efforts to turn over a new leaf and 
she wished that she could buy him 
one. “However am I going to keep 
my word?” she wondered miserably 
as she helped him into bed. 

Just then there was a knock on 
the door, and she went to open it 
A little boy stood on the threshold 
a big box in his hand. 

“Madam, is this David's house?” 
he asked 

“Yes! What can I do for you?" 
asked David's mother. 

“Lam Ranjit madam, Can I see 
David please?" said the boy. 

David's mother was bewildered. 
She led Ranjit to where David lay 
asleep. The driver who had come 


with Ranjit, explained, how her son 
had saved Ranjit from being 
kidnapped. 

Ranjit sat beside the sleeping 
David for a minute and then left, 
leaving the big box by his side 
David's mother opened it,andwhen 
she saw what was in it, her eyes 
filed with tears of joy. 


hen David awoke, it was past 
Wionidnight. The bells of the 
church nearby were tolling out 
Christmas greetings. 

“I can't have my car because | 
didn't do three good deeds, 
mother,” whispered David sadly. 

David's mother put her arms 
around her son, and softly kissed 
his forehead. “Look what Ranjit 


brought you, child,” she said. 
















David peeped into the box and 
exclaimed in delight. “What a car! 
Its even bigger than Arun's!" he 
said as he lovingly caressed the 
shiny toy. 

“Thank you God!" With a quick 
heartfelt prayer, his car firmly clutch: 
ed to his chest, David drifted off 
into a deep sleep once more — 
utterly satisfied... It was truly the 
best Christmas ever! 


Th 





es 


THREE NAUGHTY MONKEYS 


O22 uP0n 2 ime, in a forest in 
Africa, was a very big tree, It 
was. very thick tree, with very thick 
boughs, Itwas called the monkey. 
tree, and in the tree lived the three 
monkeys Flap, Fiip and Flop. Thelr 
father and mother were always 
scolding them, because they were 
very naughty monkeys and always 
up to mischief. 

Speaking about his sons, father 
monkey would always shake his 
head, and say : “They are bad lads, 
and no mistake.” But mother 
monkey could not help laughing, 
when she heard about the funny 
tricks of her three sons 

‘Then one day, Flip Flap and 
Flop suddenly disappeared. No: 
body knew where they were, and 





all the other monkeys became an 
xious about them when they did 
not arrive home for dinner. 

So father monkey, set out to 
ook for them. “Why, there they 
are!" he cried after a while, “Look 
all of them are sitting on that 
glraffe’s neck!” 

The giraffe put his neck though 
a bunch of leaves, to put the mon: 
keys down on a branch, and ex: 
plained how he had found them 
bathing with the elephants in the 
river 

Flap said : “Oh mother, it was so 
funny! The elephants squirted us 
with water when we tickled their 
ears, and we had so much fun!" 

Flip said : “And I was allowed to 
sit on a crocodile’s tail.” 








“And 1,” said Flop, “have fed a. sighed and said :“Mysonsare very 


lot of bananas to a hippopotamus. 


mischievous boys, and that's for 


And all of us had a lovely ride on sure.” Then they thanked the 
the giraffe! Itwasa splendid day!” giraffe, ate their food and went 
Mother monkey could not be straight to bed. 


angry with the boys, and father only 


THE Two Chouds 


Ore, upon a, time, there was 
‘a white cloud. It drifted alone 
in the blue sky and longed very 
much for a friend to play with 
Then onedayanother litle cloud 
appeared, It was not the same as 
the soft and drywhite cloud, for it 
‘was grey and wet like all the rain- 
clouds. The white cloud smiled 
shyly at the black cloud which was 
full to the brim with ittle drops of 








any more,” he said. “You make 
me so miserable that I'llstart crying 
ina moment!” But the little drops 
of water didn't listen. They just 
went on making a noise. 

Then a few drops were pushed 
over the side of the cloud and they 
fell down to earth. “Well,” sald 
people then, “I think it's going to 
Tain!” 

Itdidn’t. Butlater, when the two 





water that argued and fought all 
daylong. The drops splashed and 
spluttered each other hard, making 
a deafening noise. 

The little black cloud was soon 
tired of the drops of water. He 
wanted to play with his new play- 
mate. 

“Be quiet, and stop quarelling 
you water-drops. I can't stand it 
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clouds were floating over a big 
sandy desert, it happened! The 
drops of water were so naughty 
that the black cloud said : “Now!'ll 
teach you a lesson,” and he began 
tocryso hard that he rained himself 
empty. The quarrel-some rain- 
drops had never been so quiet. 
There they lay now, as a small 
smooth pond in the middle of the 


desert and they never made an- 
other sound. When the raincloud 
had finished crying, he and the 


PE. 


A \yFey 
nce upon a time, there was a 
Olen peopel tree which had a 
hundred thousand leaves. And all 
the hundred thousand leaves were 
very contented to grow onthe tree, 
warming themselves in the spot 
summer sun, 

Buton the tree was one little leat 
which was not contented at all 
‘That litte leaf wanted to be some- 
thing really special, and it hung on 
its branch wondering all day how it 
could manage that. 

‘The days passed and the copper 
red leaves turned a tender green. 
‘They grew larger and darker every 
day. Stil the discontented leaf 
wondered howit could be special, 

One day, a pleasant summer 
breeze blew through the tree, That 
was a nice surprise for the leaf. It 
played with the summer breeze 
and danced with joy. But right in 
the middle of a twirl its stalk broke 
off from the branch and the leaf 


white cloud floated happily 
through the blue sky together. 





EAt’ 
whirled to the ground, 

The discontented leaf was de- 
lighted. It was free at last! It would 
have splendid adventures now! 
The summer breeze blew the leaf 
along a dusty road and into a 
‘garden and across field. The leaf 
had never been so happybefore. It 
tumbled along nicely until the 
summer breeze rushed away as 
suddenly as it had come. 


Jinjoo the cat spotted the leaf as 
it lay quivering on the ground, 
frightened and lonely now, ‘The 
silly cat thought it was a bird and 
pounced onit,and took itindoors. 
“Oh look! What a lovely leaf our 
pussy has in its mouth!" cried 
Leela, "It’s a peepal leaf. I'll pross 
itin my book, for my collection!” 
So the peepal leaf becamea part 
of Leela’s collection and was very 
pleased, because now it had be- 
come something special after all! 











4rooRAMU 


The time is half past nine in the 

morming. Ramu is preparing to 
goto school. Do youknow Ramu? 
He lives in Coimbatore and is in 
class VI. His father is a very busy 
man, a very clever doctor and his 
mother is a social worker, a very 
active lady — but Ramu? Ramuis 
a very lazy boy. 

Everydayhis mother indsit very 
difficult to wake Ramu and send 
him to school, She calls and calls, 
but nothing budges him. When he 
finally gets out of bed his mother, 
or the maid search for his tooth 
brush and paste, and hand him his 
uniform. His father readies his 
socks and shoesand patiently waits 
in the car while Ramu waits for his 
mother to hand him hisbreakfast 


Ramu's parents are worried about 
their son. They try many ways to 
cure him of his laziness, but he is 
their only son and so they spoil 
him, thinking that he would grow 
out of his laziness. 


(ces, Remus parents receive 
an invitation to attend a wed. 

ding in Madras. They decide to 
attend the wedding, but to leave 
Ramu behind as his school monthly 
tests are in progress. 

Ramu’s parents give him a lot of 
advice on managing the house. It 
is the first time they have left him 
allalone without evena servantfor. 


company. 
Ramu is quite happy at his 
parent's departure, Noone tonag 








him to study or bathe or send him 
‘on errands! So he reads his story 
book, watches his favourite tele- 
vision programme, has the dinner 
kept forhimin the refrigeratorand 
goes straight to bed! He sleepily 
thinks of the test and decides to 
‘wake upat ive o'clockin the mom- 
ing to study. 


{ve o'clock sharp the alarm rings. 

Ramu opens one eye to look at 
the clock. “Just another five 
minutes,” he thinks and dozes off 
Ramu who is only used to getting 
upat his mother's insistence, does 
not wake up on time! 

The next time he openshis eyes, 
he looksat the clock, and isamazed 
to see that itis already ten o'clock! 
Terribly upset he runs back and 
forth trying to get ready. He cannot 
find his soap, paste or towel. He 
cannot find his uniform. Trying to 
pull on a shirt, as well as his socks 
and shoes quickly, he tears the shirt 
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and the lace come off one shoe. 
He searches for his pen, pencil and 
exam pad and then leaves the 
house in a hurry, 


When Ramu reaches the school 
at eleven o'clock he hasn't 
studied a word, and of course he is 
too late to be allowed to enter the 
testhall, So he sadly retums home. 

Before his parents arrive Ramu 
decides to turn overa newleaf, He 
cleans his room and tdies his books 
and puts all his scattered pens, 
peneils, erasers and rulers into his, 
box. He irons out his uniform and. 
keeps it ready to wear. The whole 
evening, he sits glued to his books 
and studies hard. 

So when his parents arrive they 
are sad to hear the story of the 
missed exam but veryhappy to see 
the change which has come over 
their son! 


— S. Meenambigai, aged 12 


] tion. When we change forests to 
fields plants and animals lose their 
natural environments and often 
cannot adapt to totally different 
conditions. Some animals and 


B piants have even become extinct 


+ The Malabar Squirrel 


Imost everyday, we see or hear 

‘a plea from people in the 
know, for the protection of forests. 
Why? 

Animals and plants are in danger 
in nearly every part of the world, 
as forests are being cut down for 
wood to make houses, dams and 
furniture, and to clear the land 
covered by forests for agriculture 
to feed the ever-increasing popula 


due to the devastation. 

Intelligent people all over the 
world are becoming worried by the 
disappearance of wild life and 
natural greenery. Governments 
with forethought have tried to 
declare their forest areas as natural 
reserves to protect the wildlife 


from disturbance. Laws have also 
been passed against the use of 
dangerous chemicals — pesticides 
and insecticides which can harm 
the flora and fauna. 

The protection of wildlife is not 
the duty of the conservationists 
alone, but of all human beings, all 
over the world. 

4. Varadarajan, aged 12 
Cl 





BAMBOO — 
THE WONDER GRASS! 


hy should one speak of a won- 

der grass? Itis only because, 
despite its woody stem, from a 
botanical point of viewbamboo is 
classified among grasses. It is a 
wonder grass, because for two-thirds 
of humanity, bamboo isanindispen 
sible soufce of food and raw 
material 
Bamboo hasan amazing number 
of uses, and many of these uses 
have been known for centuries! 
Asa vegetable, bamboo shootsare 
rich in vitamins, Asa mature plant, 
it provides a strong yet pliant 
material for houses and bridges, 
furiture and domestic appliances 
and also works of art. 





Bamboo is used to fashion musi- 
cal instruments. There isa beauti- 
ful tale aboutthe role ofbamboo in 
the creation of the earth's earliest 
musical sounds. The legend goes 


that worms ate holes into the 
bamboo stems and that when the 
rushing wind whistled through the 
holes, music was born. 
Mizntasingeniously used tam. 
boo to serve as raw material 
forthe production of paper, clothing 
and medicine. As it is hollow, in 
many countries bamboos are used 
to pipe water. Shredded bamboo 
is used as a cleansing agent in the 
process of purifying water. 

Towards the end of the nine- 
teenth century, Edison the great 
inventor, used bamboo as the fila- 
ment in his electric bulb. Around 
the same time it was also used asa 
gramophone needle and as the 
skeleton of Lilienthal’s flying 
machine! 

Today this unique material is by 
no means of interest to scientists 
alone, because it has bright future 
as a source of food, and shelter. 
Whetheritis used foriow-costearth 
quake-resistant houses in Columbia, 
orasa fibre in aircraft construction, 
itis definitelya versatile and renew 
able resource for modem techno. 
logy. 

Compiled by E. Maya, aged 15 

Coursey : Tune Io. 














‘nce upon a time, in a village in 





man who was the proud owner of 
seventeen camels 

The old man had three sons, 
andhe sent each of them onalong 
journey to see their country. When 
the three brothers returned home, 
they found that their father had 
died when they were away. 

He had however left a will div- 
ding the money equally amongst 


the three of them but the camels! 


‘The will said that the eldest son 
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should get half the camels. The 
second son should get one-third 
and the youngest one-ninth, 

Buta great difficulty arose. Half 
of seventeen was eight and a half, 
and a third of seventeen, five and 
two-thirds! A ninth of seventeen 
proved to be 1 #/%! What to do? 

After much arguement and dis- 
cussion, the brothers decided to 
place their problem before a sadhu 
‘who lived on the outskirts of their 
village, for they had heard that he 


OfRajasinan there'lived an old. 





was a good man, kind and just. 


Goth tye of them wentto see 
the sadhu 

“Hmm! Seventeen camels!" he 
said, “Itiscertainlya problem. Itis 
a difficult number to divide. Yet 
the camels mustbe divided exactly 
according to the will... hmm!” The 
sadhu thought fora while, and then 
said, “Would you mind getting a 
little’ more than your share,” he 
asked. “No, we wouldn't mind,” 





chorused the brothers. 

The sadhu tumed to his disciple. 
“Fetch my camel,” he said, “and 
tie it next to these camels.’ 

‘Turing to the eldest brother the 





“Half sir!” said he. 

“Half of eighteen is nine so you 

can have nine camels!” said the 

sadhu. Then he tured to the 

second brother. “You are to have 

a third, so youcan have sixcamels,” 
The second brother 











overjoyed. “A ninth of eighteen is 





two — and so you can have two 
camels,” he said to the youngest 
brother. “Are you all satisfied now?” 

The three brothers thanked the 
sadhu for his wisdom and took his 
leave happily. The sadhu turned 
tohisdisciple. “Tie upmycamelin 
his shelter once more and give him 
an extra feed. He was of great use 


to me today!" 
TP. Ganesh Kumar, aged 13 


Teacher: What is wind? 
Rahul: Its air in a hurry! 


— K. Praveen. 


Sujatha and Ramya are close 
friends. They study in the same 
school and are class-mates. One 
afternoon. 


R: Hi, Suja! 

S: HiRammi! 

R: Hey! What's up? Why are your 
eyes so red? 

S: I was watching a film late into 
the night — a documentary, Itwas 
really interesting 

R: Really? What was it about? 

§: About our national flag actually! 
R: Is that right? It sounds very 
boring 

S: No it wasn't, Why don't we go 
over to my place and watch it on 
the video. I know you'll like it 


A few hours later, Sujatha and 
Ramya are discussing the film they've 
watched, as they drink their tea. 


R: Youwere right, itwasan interes 
ting film. It made history come 
alive, 





S: Yes wasn't that part about the unarmed people, whatever the rea- 
Jallianwalla Bagh Massacre awful? son! That too women and children. 
How could anyone want to kill oh terrible! 


R: What I found most interesting 
‘was that part about Madam Cama. 
I didn’t know that a Parsi lady had 
designed our flag. Did you? 

S: Tknew that vaguely, But | didn't 
know that so many flags were sub 
mitted to Gandhiji for selection as 
the flag of the Indian National 
Conaress. 

R: But the flag we have now with 
the Asoka wheel is a modification 
of the old flag which had a full 
charka in the middle of the white 
strip. 

S: Rammit think I'l quickly note 
down all the points | remember 


VELVET PICTURE 


You need 

* Black felt paper 

* Glue 

* Embroidery threads or wool in 
bright red, yellow, blue, orange, 
green and pink 

What to do: 

* Draw a picture; you can draw 
anything at all — flowers, a boat 
or a garden, or a house. 

* Make sure you only draw the 
picture in outline. 

* Dot the picture with fevicol within 
the outlines. 

* Carefully stick the coloured 
threads beginning with the outline 










and write up the information for 
our class. 

R: That'sa greatidea! Don't forget 
to write down what the colours 
stand for: Saffron for sacrifice, white 
for purity, green for prosperity, and 
the blue wheel, to represent our 
living tradition! 
S: Yes,[llnote them down at once! 
R: Its been a wonderful evening 
Suja. But now its getting late, I'm 
going to run along home before 
mummy gets worried, Bye! 

S: Bye see you tomorrow! 





= G, Deepa, aged 13 


and work your Way towards the 

centre so that the picture is fully, 

covered. 

Remember! If you are using em- 

broidery thread, you must always 

use strings in full thickness of 6 

threads. 

* Now your picture is ready. Stick 
iton to cardboard, make a loop 
of thread and attach it behind 
the picture, 

* With little imagination make dif- 

ferent pictures like the ones in 

the illustrations on the felt. You 
can make a house anda tree, or 

a river and a boat to begin with, 

These sceneries look good when 

you use thick wool. Make sure 

to use appropriate colours for 
the background, 
BHANU MOHAN: 


f hi would tak his 
Kingdom. The old ing uelive BHANUPRIYA 2 





with a kind heart and firm hand. younger Prince Atul were both 
Now he had the big responsibility handsome, brave and strong, They 
of choosing their next king. Were had both undergone the training 
his sons worthy of the throne? that princes go through before they 
Would they be strong and kind? can become kings. When they 
Would they be wise and just? had returned to the palace from 

The elder Prince Kushal and the their Gurukula their guru had sung 


























their praises, 

The king summoned both his 
sons to his presence and question: 
ed them before the court: “In our 
country, there are several people 
who have no food and no work to 
do. If you were king what would 
you do to better their lot?” 

“There is a simple solution your 
majesty!” said Prince Kushal, “I 
would train all the poor people to 
use weapons, This would not only 
ive them employment, but also 
serve to strengthen our empire!" 

After a pause, the king turned 
to Prince Atul. “Why are you 
silent? Tell me what you would 
do!” he said. 

Prince Atul spoke softly. “I dis 
agree with my brother,sir!” he said, 


” 





‘War Is no route to prosperity. It 
will only increase the misery and 
hardships of both the conquerers 
and the conquered, | Prosperity 
comes from hard work, So I wall 
help the farmers and seek ways of 
improving agriculture, This will 
not just help feed the people but 
also teach them to live and 
as. a community, as brothers,” 

Silence followed Prince Atul's 
words. Then suddenly it was 
broken by thunderous applause. 
‘The king and courtiers were’ awe 
struck by the young prince's 
wisdom, 

The king was happy. He now 
‘knew that he could leave his people 
and their happiness to Prince Atul 
without fear. 





hhruti came back from school, 
dumped her bag on the sofa 
and ran to wash her hands and 
feet. After scrubbing her fingers 
clean, she went to the dining table 
and hungrily devoured the tasty 
samosas and gulped her milk. 

“Come Shruti!Its time to do your 
homework,” said her mother, Mrs. 
Pradhan. 

“No, mother!Icandomyhome- 
work later,” said Shruti, “I want 
you and Grandpa and Grandma 
togetready for yourlessons, Come 
along!” 





Mrs, Pradhan sighed in exaspera- 
tion. “Is this Teacher . Teacher 
game tobe played everyday, Shruti?” 
she asked. “Why don’t you play it 
with your friends? I am so busy 
and I hate you bothering your 
grandparents!” 


‘22! Shrut’sfavourte game was 
Teacher - Teacher! It had 
begun about a month ago, soon 
after her school had re-opened, 
‘Shrutia sprightly child with raven- 


SHEELA NAYAK 














black hair, had felt very important 
forshe had been promoted to class 
IV. She loved her class-teacher 
and wished to be like her in every 
way. 

This had tumed into a game, 
and Shruti and her friends pooled 
their old half-used notebooks and 
textbooks and slates to start their 
“school.” 

Shruti was always the teacher — 
‘always, Her own playthings consis- 
ted of a box of chalk, an old slate 
propped against the wall to serve 
asa board, and a red ball-point for 
“correction.” 

All the children in the neighbour: 
hood crowded into the Pradhan 
home to play the game. But 
after the first week they backed 
out one by one. There were two 
reasons for this. Some of them 
didn'tlike being cooped up indoors 
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in the evenings, but the main reason 
was that Shruti never surrendered 
the much coveted role of 
Teacher, a “post” for which they 
all vied.’ So one by one they'd 
excuse themselves on some pretext 
orother when Shruti invited them. 

And that is how it had come 
about that her family became her: 
students. Even her father had to, 
be a student when his time permit: 
ted it! She would urge her mother 
away from the household chores 
with one pleading look and lure 
her Grandma away from her 
Ramayana in a jiffy. She never 
hesitated to awaken her sleeping 
Grandpa for his “class.” 


She always spread mats on the 
floor and made her three reluctant 
students sit in a row. Then she 
gave them dictation and sums to 








do. She always made sure that 
they would get a few sums wrong 
so that she could correct the mis- 
takes! 

Shruti never tired of this game. 
She played it everyday for about 
half an hour, although she'd have 
liked it to go on and on. But she 
had to give in to her mother, who 
always allocated half an hour and 
not a minute more! 


ne day, Mrs. Pradhan wassitting 

in the verandah at the back of 
the house knitting a sweater, when, 
she heard a child scream and cry. 
She also heard the laughter of 
several other children, 

Worried, she jumped up and ran 
out of the gate towards the slum 
behind the house, for that was 
where the sounds had come from. 

‘Ashe neared the slum, she was 
shocked to a see a group of boys 
and girls all half-clad, busy dunking 
a two-year-old child in a puddle of 
muddy water, The little boy was 
shrieking while the older children 
laughed, 

Mrs. Pradhan ran up to the chil- 
dren and pulled the baby boy from 
his tormentor’s arms. She soothed 
the wetand angrybabyinherarms 
and scolded the older children. 

Half way through her lecture, 
she looked down at the children 
who stood around her — with their 


Look at th 


ner work hard all day long 


They wor 
vy! 

how come ! always 
"td them around every time I 


one picnict 
— K. Sriram, aged 12, 


chocolate bodies shining with pers- 
piration,and soft brown eyes hinting 
at hunger and sorrow. What did 
these children knowabout looking 
after babies, they were little more 
than babies themselves. Their 
parents would be working and for 
each of them, school was only a 
distant dream. 

“Hmmm!” said Mrs. Pradhan. 
“I wonder...” 


"That evening, Shrut stood before 

alittle board teaching five little 
slum children their alphabet. Her 
“students” looked up at her in awe. 
They had never seen a girl like her 
before! 

Mrs. Pradhan had accompanied 
her servant maid into the slum that, 
morning, and talked to the parents 
of the children who had harrassed 
the baby. The poor people were 
suspicious at first, but after some 
initial hesitation they had agreed, 
particularly when they had learnt 
that they wouldn't need to pay 
anything at all! 








Noweveyone washappy!Shrut 
had a lite class which “progress- 
ed” a little everyday. The children 
had a chance to learn to read. 
Mother did her chores in peace. 
Grandma read her Ramayana and 
Mahabharata uninterrupted, while 
Grandpa snored undisturbed. 

















ee 
Magical 


all excited. They were really 9 

looking forward to the magic show 

they were to attend that evening, 

Sita and Kamala were also to ac: és 
company them to the party. The 
magician was a very famous man 

and everyone who had watched V. SWAMINATHAN 
his show said that he was absolutely 























amazing. 

Just fifteen minutes before the 
show was to begin, Kapali ran out 
of his house and joined Kannan, 
Sriram and Ravi who stood waiting 
for him, He listened scornfully to 
their excited murmurs and said 
“Hmph! Marvellous magician in- 
deed! I'm sure he's just a fraud. 
I've read a book on magic, I'm 
sure I'll easily guess how he does 
his tricks!" 

“No, he is nota fraud, He isa 
highly respected man, Kapali, Don't 
talk like that about something you 
don't know,” said Ravi angrily 

But Kapali wouldn't listen. He 
made fun of magicians and magic 
shows all the way to the party. 


Eivzn.ths older people in the 
‘audience enjoyed the show very 
much, The magician was really a 
delightful man, He chatted with all 
the members of his audience and 
at their request even showed them 
how to perform some tricks them: 

selves! He also asked a few of them 
to guess how some of the magic 
was done. 

He showed them his dry hand 
and then dipped it into a jar of 
water, He removed his hand from 
the water and people who were 
close to him saw thatit was absolute- 
lydry. Nota drop of water on his 
hand! 

“Can youguess how | did that?” 
he asked. 

“You used a special powder on 
your hand which lets no moisture 
seep through,” shouted Kapall. 

"Yes!" said the magician with a 
smile, “That's right! You're quitea 


little magician, I see!” He showed 
hisaudience the tin of magic powder 
and many people including Kapali 
bought some. 

Kapali smirked at his friends. 
“See! he said ina whisper. “I told 
you, He's just a fraud! I tell you 
there's nothing to magic!" 

“The magician who overheard this 
remark smiled at the other children 
who looked both annoyed and 
embarassed by Kapali’s rudeness 
and conceit. After the show he 
beckoned Ravi and Kannan to his 
side and whispered something in 
their ears, They smiled at him and 
thanked him for his good advice. 


K apatrs behaviour went rom bad 
to worse. He offered everyone 
advice about everything. He tied 
to teach Sita to play with her dolls 
and Kannan to make his kite and 
Ravi to train his puppy. 

‘Angry with Kapall the children 
held a meeting. They wanted to 
teach the rude boy @ lesson he 
wouldn't forget. 

Rav told them whatthe magician 
had said and the children all agreed 
thatitwas@ good wayto cure Kapal 
of his offensive behaviour. 


Ree invted Kapa an all his 
frierids to his house for tea one 
evening, Aftera delicious snack of 
hot pakodas and three glasses of 
line juice each, the children called 
Kapali to Ravi's room. 

Kapali looked at the glass tumbler 
filled with water, on the table with a 
puzzled look. What was going on? 
Why was everyone hidinga smile? 

Ravi came forward and dragged 
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Priti: What do you mean by telling 
the whole class that | am an 
idiot? 

Rakesh: Sorry, | didn’t know it 
‘was to be kept secret! 


— K. Praveen 





Kapali to the table. “You are such 
a clever boy and you know how all 
magic tricks are done, Now we 
are challenging you toa task. Can 
you do it?” he asked, 

“Of course | can!" said Kapall. 
‘What is it you want?” 

“Look into the glass tumbler,” 
said Ravi, “and tell me what you 
see!" 

“There'sa one rupee coin in the 
glass!" said Kapali, "Anyone can 
see that!” 

“Well, you've got to take it out of 
the glass without wetting yourhand, 
Can you?" asked Ravi, "Only one 
chance allowed!" 

“Sure that's easy!" said Kapali, 
He slid his hand into his pocket, in 
which a packet of the magic powder 
he had bought from the magician, 
was, He secretly coated his hand 
vwith it, Withdrawing his hand from 
his pocket he put his hand into the 
glass to take out the coin, But... 
he couldn't! 

Ravi laughed at Kapall’s angry 
expression, ashe pulled a dryempty 
hand out of the water. “You have 
to use your brains to do magic 
Kapali!" he said. "When its done 
well it is an art not a bunch of 
tricks!" 

Kannan lifted the glass from the 
table and on the table lay the coin 
which Kapali had tried to pick up 
through the transparent glass,_It 
had really looked as if it was in the 
tumbler! 

Kapali was ashamed of himself 
‘The children had taken the magi- 
cian’s advice and magically cured 
him of his rudeness and conceit. 











(Q Wy do some people have fat 
Oe 
Kiran Rao, 
Bangalore. 
A When you make wet footprints 
‘on the bathroom floor, you will 
see that there are blank patches in 
the middle between the toe marks 
and the heel marks, This is be: 
cause the middle parts of the feet 
are raised off the ground by two 
sets of muscles, called the tibial 
and the peronal muscles which 
make the arches of the feet. If 
these muscles weaken, the feet 
spread out and the arches sink to 
the ground, The footprints are 
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flat, with no gaps in the middle. 
This is called having flat feet, or 
fallen arches. 

Sometimes people get flat feet 
because their jobs Keep them stand: 
ing around too much. Policemen, 
shopkeepers and nurses often 
suffer from flat feet 

The cure is exercise which tigh- 
tens up the muscles again, Sup- 
ports to be put inside shoes are 
worse than useless, They make 
the muscles slacken, weaker in- 
stead of stronger. 


QW de, iran somtimes 
resemble their parents and 
somatimes not? 
P. Archana, 
Bombay. 
AWe resemble our parents be- 
cause of a complex of biological 
processes which we call heredity, 
Parents and children tend to be 
similar in many characteristics — 
structural, physiological and psycho- 
logical. However, the young are 
not exact duplicates of their parents 
and usually differ in many traits. 
This difference we cali variation. 
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Mila 


“Whom de I rsemble, mum 

The science of the study of 
heredity is called genetics, and the 
‘most famous name connected with 
itis that of Gregor Johann Mende! 
(1822 - 1884), an Austrian monk 
whose discoveries laid the founda 
tion of the science 

Mendel studied plants, especially 
the garden pea, and showed that 
inherited characteristics were the 
result of paired elementary units 
of heredity, which we now call 
genes. These he symbolized by 
letters. A characteristic of one 
parent, such as tallness, which 
appeared in the progeny to the 
exclusion of another, was said to 
be dominant. A characteristic 
which tended not to reappear was 
called recessive 

Later studies have shown that 
the genes are carried by structures 
called chromosomes. The human 
body begins with the union of two 
sex cells, and the body of a new. 
born infant has some 200,000 
million cells. These cells arise 
through the division of other cells. 
When they divide, their nuclei (or 
tiny central bodies) divide also by 
a remarkable process called mitosis. 

During mitosis the nuclei resolve 
themselves into structures called 
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chromosomes, which divide length- 
wise. Ail body cells have true 


copies of all chromosomes that 


were present in the fertilized egg 
from which the body developed. 


What is the Kremlin? 
S. Divya, 
Madras. 
A, The Kremlin was the palace of 
the Russian Tsars in Moscow 
until Peter the Great (1672 - 1725) 
moved the whole imperial court 
to the newly-founded city of St. 
Petersburg (now Leningrad) early 
in the 18th Century. 

In 1922 Moscow was chosen as 
the capital of the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Republics. Once again 
the Kremlin became the head-quar- 
ters of government. 

Encircled by great battlements 
erected in the 15th Century, the 
citadel covers an area of 65 acres 
and is almost a city itself. Around 
the walls are 19 towers and five 
gates, the finest of them 
Spasskaya (Saviour's) Tower and 
Gate which houses the Kremlin 
chimes. Men used to doff their 
hats as they passed by this gate in 
Red Square. 

Within the walls are churches, 
four cathedrals and many palaces. 








The Mescow Kremlin 





In 1955 the Kremlin was opened 
to the public and the palaces now 
exhibit the riches of Tsarist days. 

Outside the walls is Red Square, 
where the great military parades 
are held annually to commemorate 
the revolution of 1917. The em- 
balmed body of Lenin (1870 - 
1924), leader of the revolution, 
lies in its mausoleum in front of 
the Kremlin’s wall 

The defensive fortresses at the 
centre of many medieval Russian 
cities were also called Kremlin, 
which is where the word comes 
from 


Why does a person faint? 
R. Sowmya, 
Trichy. 
A, The most urgent need of the 
body — more important even 
than food or drink — is oxygen, 
which is found in the air we breathe. 
When we breathe in, the oxygen is 
absorbed through our lungs into 
the blood which is carried round 
the body by the veins and arteries 
with the heart working as a pump. 
The most important place for the 
blood and oxygen to reach is the 
brain which controls the rest of 
the body through the nervous 
system. If the brain does not 
receive enough blood and oxygen, 
it can no longer control the limbs, 
and the person’s legs give way 
under him in a faint. 

There are all sorts of ways this 
could happen. It might be due to 
something blocking the blood flow, 
a tight collar or some more serious 
cause. But fainting is mostly due 








to stuffy atmospheres, lacking in 
oxygen. 

If a person with you faints, get 
the person into the fresh air, loosen 
the clothes and put the head 
between the knees, so that the 
weak blood supply does not have 
to climb upwards into the head, 
but can run downwards. Usually 
the circulation will get going again 
quickly and the person will soon 
come round with no damage done, 


Is iron the heaviest metal in 
the world? 
B. Muthukannu, 
Tuticorin. 
A\No! Surprisingly it isn't, The 
heaviest metal in the world is 
iridium. Itwas discovered in 1804 
by Smithson Tennant of the United 
Kingdom. Iridium, which is 2 





silverywhite metal of the platimum 
group, weighs 1,414 pounds a 
cubic foot,or roughly, two-thirds of 
aton. Lithium, the lightest metal, 
weighs 33 pounds per cubic foot, 

If you could stand an elephant 
weighing nearly six tons at one 
end of a see-saw, you would need 
only a two-foot cube of iridium at 
the other end to lift the animal. 
Such a cube however would cost 
nearly £15,000,000, 


Who first began to drink 
coffee? 

K, Joseph, 

Erode. 


A Aiesend says the coffee plant 
first grew in Katfa, a province 
in south Ethiopia, where it was 
discovered by a goatherd called 
Kaldi about the year 850. Kaldi’s 
goats were reported to have skip- 
ped and pranced in a strange 
manner after feeding on an ever 
green plant. The goatherd, so the 
story goes, tried some of the berries 
himself and excitedly dashed 
to the nearest town to tell of his 
find, which was called coffee after 
the name of the province. 
Another theory is that the word 








coffee is probably derived from the 
Arabic qahwah, Certainly coffee 
was introduced into Europe from 
Arabia during the 16th and 17th 
centuries, and into India around 
the same time. The first licence to 
sell coffee in the United States 
was issued to Dorothy Jones of 
Boston in 1670. The coffee houses 
of this time became famous meet 
ing places for discussion, 

‘As the drinking of coffee became 
more popular, its production 
spread to Java, Haiti, Dutch 
Guiana, Brazil, Cuba, Jamaica, 
Puerto Rico, Costa Rica, Venezuela, 
Mexico in fact, all over the world, 
Today there are many different 
kinds of coffee and South Indian 
coffee served in bowls and tumblers 
is famous in its own right. 





Madhavaram, 


A" is the sulphur in the air, which 
often comes from coal-gas 
used for cooking and heating, that 
causes silver to tarnish or blacken. 
Silver combines with sulphur to 

form the black silver sulphide some 

times found on forks and spoons 
which have been'in contact with 
egq yok. 

Silver is a precious metal which 
the Greeks called shining. In spite 
of its tendency to tarnish silver has 
long been used for the manufacture 
of coins, jewellery and other articles 
of value, on account of its compara 
tive rarity, brillant white colour and 
resistance to corrosion. 
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“GET READY TO MEET 
THE INFORMATION EXPLOSION | ” 





Gokulam ; What are the main 
flaws in our educational system 
today? 

Mrs. YGP : As | see it, the main 
flaw is an over-emphasis of book 
learning. Our education is tied ———""*"Phast book earning 
to texts, The child is not encour- 
aged to discover by observing 
for himself. This leads to two 

roblems. A child maybe Gokulam : What are the changes 
Bt the theory and yet not ste which can be made in the system 
his knowledge practically He in schools in order to give chit 
may write his exams well and dren a better education 
yet not remember what he wrote. Mrs. YGP : Changes can be made 

Our system of evaluation is effectively. ll tell you what we 
rigid. Exams are only written have done at Padma Seshadri 
and are just tests of memory, _Instead of having the child 
not knowledge study only for the final exam, 

The system has changed ttle we have introduced a system of 
since British times. The British cycle tests. Each week the child 
in India needed clerks, so they has a test on some subject. 
taught only Reading, Writing, This helps the child develop a 
and Arithmetic. Unfortunately regulated pattern of study 
we have not reshaped and up- throughout the year and re- 
dated our system of education _ moves the emphasis from the 





to suit our growing needs. 
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nize” the Indian child today who 
is more responsive to Western 
culture, than to his own, 


Gokulam : It is well known that 
you believe in discipline. To 
what extent does it impinge on 
the freedom of students? 


Mrs. YGP_: Discipline is necessary 
till the child develops its own 
habits. We make most things 
compulsory. Through that disci 
pline and enforced exposure the 
child develops good habits. The 
students are free to approach 
any teacher with any problem. 
They are free to question, to 
eam, to discover. They are not 
free to break rules... 









to India 
sly, we AVE 


“ouiren!” Gokvlam + Isn't the modem child 
overburdened with work? Why 


‘Ads Vely SAN SBGEDERENG goo ee nese 
introduced the system of having Mrs. YGP : There has been an 
a project and writing a project information-explosion! The only 
report. This is so that the child Way the child can keep up in 
can study an area of his choice _ this competitive world is by work- 
by himselt ing very very hard. Exams are 

We arrange field trips for all the rule today, so children will 
classes. We take them to the just have to learn to do well in 
PostOifice, to a poultry farm, exams until there is some 
to factories of all kinds depend. change. 


ing on what age group, and 
make them write reports of what Gokulam + What do you think of 


final exam, 





ie aac the new educational policy? 
We also have many cultural Mrs. YGP : If it is implemented 
events, Great emphasisis placed in every way, ina sincere way it 


‘on dance, music and drama, at —_ will do much good. It does not 
every stage, There are also place so much emphasis on 
sessions in school in which — book-learning and it is more 
children learn Transcendental _ practical. The exam format and 
Meditation, Yoga and Veda reci- the evaluation process are also 
tation. Sadly we have to “India- better. 
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‘As many of you know Gokulam has announced a prize of 
Rs, 25/- for the best letter written to the editor each month. We 
welcome letters written by you, on any subject of your choice — 
only remember that it must provoke other readers 40 thought. 

Remember that your letters should be addressed to The Letter 
Box, Gokulam (English) Guindy, Madras-600 032. None of the 
letters should exceed 200 words. Your letters must reach us on or 
before the 15th of every month. 

Do not forget to furnish your name, age, address, schoo! and 
class. Without these details your letter cannot be considered for 
publication or the prize. 


























(Over 100 experiments thom a single CHIP. 
CHIP-CHAP the Do-It-Yourself educational 
kit, designed to make teaming fun. with 
‘over 100 exciting experiments. Give your 
child the edge to succeed in tomorrow's 
World. Chip-Chap the ideal too! to face the 
challenges anead, inthe electronic age 


Features: Battery Operated: Safe. Portable 
No Soldering Patented snap-on device for 
connections. Easy to handle. 


Experiments: * Musical Organ 
* Shooting game with sound * Fie Alan 
* Wireless Beeper* Signal Transmiter 

* Light operated Alarm and MANY MORE 
for ust RS. 300/- taxes and forwarding extra 





Electronics for everyone 
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who have left their mark on the 
cultural and political life, not only 
‘of Bengal but also of the whole of 
India, From ancient times Rarikhal 








Our county can boast of many great men — particular 
ly in the fields of philosophy, poetry, music and art. In the 
field’ of science however we have lagged behind. Indian 
scientists of great renown are few, and therefore their stories 
are very precious. 

Jagadis Chandra Bose represents a beginning in India, 
of talent in the field of scientific research. He was a pioneer, 
in every sense of the word. He earned international acclaim 
for his contribution to science both as a physicist and a 
plant physiologist. With inadequate resources and equipment, 
he succeeded in proving a parallel between plant and animal 
Iife. His research on electrical radiation was also of equal 
significance. 

The following account of the childhood days of Jagadis 
Chandra Bose is adapted from his biography. It describes 
the struggle of an individual against all odds, to find mean 
ing in life. 
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arikhal, a small village in Vik- has been a seat of learning. Even 
R rampur, Dacca district is no_ in the British days, education easily 
ionger a part of India. Itis in Bangla- permeated the culturally conscious 
desh today, but many stil remember middle class of the entire Vikram: 
itas the cradle of men and women pur area, 
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My father Bhagwan Chandra 
Bose lived in Rarikhal, which was 
his ancestral home. My father was 
the early product of an English 
education, He was the headmaster 
ofthe first English school in Mymen: 
singh, He had eared quite a 
reputation as a just and energetic 
Deputy Magistrate of Faridpur 


[ii2sbom on November 30,1868, 
in Mymensingh. I was the 
second child and eldest son in the 
family. had a brother and five 
sisters but my brother died very 
young. 

My education began when | was 
just five years old. I went to the 
vernacular school founded by my 
father, in Faridpur, for the children 
of ordinary people. The school 
was started at a time when my 
father’s friends sent their sons to 
the English - medium Govern- 
ment School. My father, like his 
father before him believed that 
children must first learn their 
mother tongue before taking on 
English, and should moreover asso: 
ciate with children belonging to all 
levels of society, 

At school, my companions were 
the sons of my father's Muslim 
chaprasi and the fisherman's boy. 
These classmates of mine knew a 
Jot about plants and animals and 
Tabsorbed their knowledge. 

We lived in a bungalow with a 
large and beautiful garden, A small 
stream from the great river Padma 
flowed nearby, The stream was 
spanned bya small bridge, These 
surroundings made a lasting and 
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joyous impression on me. Even 
in later years when | designed land- 
scaped gardens in the houses | 
built in Calcutta and Darjeeling, | 
always tried to include a small 
stream, spanned by a bridge. My 
love of flowing water drew me 
again and again to the banks of 
rivers for holidays. 


Toreturn to my boyhood, | hed 
many interests, and it was by no 
means all work and no play! In 
those days schools did not provide 
for games, They were considered 
to be a waste of time, My friends 
and | however, managed to hood: 
wink our teacher and play cricket. 
From a very early age | loved 
horses. I was given a pony when | 
was five. I remember one day 
how many expert riders assembled 
at a horse-racing competition at 
Faridpur. I had gone on my pony 
to watch, Someone in the crowd 
mocked me and suggested that | 
should compete, So I accepted 
the proposal, As soon as the race 
started | spurred my pony on, | 
rode with determination and finish: 
ed the round at the tail end 
Though | was last the spectators 
cheered me as I rode in, No one 
realised until | was home that the 
bruising ride had caused me injury, 


rom my father | imbibed the 

love of traditions, culture and 
the life of the people. My father 
was a fine teacher in his won way, 
Alter my evening meal | would lie 
down beside him and ask him all 
the questions which had gathered 


in my mind during the course of 
the day. My father would answer 
‘my questions, always confessing his 
ignorance when he did not know 
the answer. 

My father loved the people 
around him, He organized melas, 
invited jatra parties to perform in 
them and tried to revive the tradi- 
tional village life whenever he could. 

From the jatras | attended eager: 
ly, [ developed a liking for epics 
and their heroes. I avidly read the 
stories of the Ramayana and the 
Mahabharata. The great heroes 
who performed super-human 
deeds, but had so many human 
failings captured my imagination. 
As I grew older, Kama specially 


appealed to me. Rama and Laksh- 
mana were too good, too perfect. 
But Kama’s lifelong ‘failures and 
defeats reminded me of my father 
‘whose sacrifices for his countrymen 
ended largely in failure. This left 
me with a very poor opinion of 
worldly success. True success | 
have always believed was bom of 
defeat. 


‘aving been a Deputy Magistrate, 

my father made quite a few 
enemies. Thieves were active in 
those days. My father would often 
ride out on an elephant to catch 
them, He would arrest these tough 
characters and punish them with 
jail sentences. Some of them 








‘would swear vengeance upon him: 
‘but many others came to him after 
release and found in him a kind 
and generous well-wisher. 

Such a man, a notorious dacoit 
leader once approached my father 
after his prison term, asking for 
employment. So he was given the 
task of carrying me to school and 
bringing me back. Mounted on 
his shoulder, I would listen in 
wonder to the many tales of bravery 
which he recounted from his own 
life, I would gaze in wonder upon 
the many scars upon his body from 
arrows and spears. 

This servant of ours once saved 
us all, Once when we were travel: 
ling by boat to our native place, 
another boat with many rowers 
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swiftly drew near us. We somehow 
knew that they were robbers, There 
seemed to be no way of escape. 
Suddenly to our astonishment our 
servant jumped to the roof of the 
boat and let out a long, peculiar 
call — some kind of signal. The 
other boat turned around and 
disappeared at once! 

This threat from revenge 
seekers was something we learnt 
to live with very soon. I remember 
once how our house was set on 
fire. Suddenly awakened from deep 
sleep, the family rushed out. We 
had no time to remove anything. 
In the flurry my little three-year- 
old sister was left behind. Our 
neighbours who helped in the 
rescue work found her sitting on 


her cot quietly watching the flames. 
She was rescued just in time. The 
house collapsed as soon as she 
was brought out. Our horses and 
cows perished in the flames. Oma: 
ments and coins were fused in a 
‘mass, We found temporary shelter 
ina neighbour's house until a more 
substantial house could be built. | 
think this was the beginning of 
our family’s financial misfortunes 

My father was an idealist — a 
man of independent character. 
He believed in supporting rural 
credit societies, small industries and 
new ventures. He was cheated by 


the directors of a weaving company 
in Bombay who had persuaded 
him to invest in a swadeshi enter: 
prise, They just walked away with 
his money. Worry sapped my 
father's energies. By the time he 
was middle-aged he became a 
paralytic patient. 
A ihe age of eleven | was sent 
to study in Calcutta. | knew litle 


English then. After three months 
at Hare School ! was enrolled in 
St. Xavier's School, to get my 
training in English 

On my very first day at St. 
Xavier's, | was challenged to fight 





the champion boxer of the class, a 
big burly fellow. My classmates 
enjoyed mocking me — a country 
‘bumpkin! I ended up with a bleed: 
ing nose after the fight. I knew 
nothing then about boxing; never- 
theless | accepted the challenge 
and got the severest punishment! 
took great satisfaction in the fact 
that I had not yielded against odds. 
This attitude became part of my 
outlook and helped me in later, 
intellectual contests, 

I stayed at a students mess which 
housed other students, and some 
of my older relatives, ‘Life at the 
‘mess was not very interesting but | 
had my own hobbies and recrea: 
tions. Thad many pets and devoted 
all my spare time to building minia: 


ture streams and bridges, for they 
reminded me of home. When I 
went home for holidays rabbits, 
pigeons and once even a lamb 
accompanied me 


Opts malaria broke out in my 
hometown. My father started 
an industrial school where the or: 
phans of thousands of victims of 
the epidemic received training. 
Workshops in metal-tuming and 
even a foundry were established in 
‘our own grounds. It was here that I 
first received my initiation into the 
art of making my own research 
equipment; a practice of mine in 
later years. | persuaded my mother 
to part with some of her old brass 
utensils and made a small canon 





which could actually be fired occa- 


sionally, This canon became a 
family heirloom! 


passed out of school at the age 
Tef'siteen, and won a scholar 
ship to study in St. Xavier's College. 
Here I came to know Father Lafont, 
an illustrious teacher of Physics. I 
was his dearest pupil. Father 
Lafont performed experiments in 
his classes which were inspiring. 
His influence lead me to take up 
Physics, in spite of my own inclina- 
tion towards the study of living 





things. 

| passed the B.A, examination 
in 1880, the year a terrible famine 
ravaged Bengal. Although the 
Government opened many relief 
centres people died everywhere. 
My father continued to work for 
the upliftment of the people. He 
would ride all day under the blister- 
ing sun carrying only a handful of 
dry gram powder to eat, as he 
could not bear to eat heartily when 
people around him were starving, 
His health was affected and his 
savings were severely depleted. I 
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decided to become a magistrate to 
do the Indian Civil Service examina: 
tion in England so that I could eam 
enough to support the family, This 
was the dream of most Indian boss. 

But I had reckoned without my 
father’s views. He wished me to 
go abroad but ruled out the ICS. 
He felt it was too far removed 
from the interests of the people. 
He did not want me to be an autho: 
ritative administrator like himself 
He wanted me to study science — 
agriculture in particular. 

My mother was loth to send 
me abroad. She had lost a young 
son and didn’t want to send me to 
a distant land, Besides there was 
no money, I decided to look 
around, and build a career in my 








‘own country, 

But unexpectedly one night, my 
mother came to me, She could 
not dinderstand my desire for 
foriegn studies she said, but she 
had some money and a few oma- 
ments. At this time my father’s 
health showed some improvement 
and he rejoined service. So my 
dream of studying in England came 
-true without having to cash in on 
my mother's assets 

‘And so I grew to manhood. | 
took a fresh step, set out on anew 
venture, determined to work hard 
and prove useful to my county 
and my people. My only aim was 
to make my parents dreams come 
true and all their sacrifices worth- 
while 
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